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PR O0 L O GU E- 
Spoken by Mr. VR IG H 7. 


UR Author conſcious tis a Task deſign'd 
For the bleſt Genius of a judging Mind, 
The tragick Muſe in decent Dreſs to ſhow, 
To zouch the Paſſions with pathetic Woe, 
Pears he is far unequal to the Task, 
And hardly dares for your Indulgence ast; 
Young and untry d in the dramatick Art, 
He ftands before you with a trembling Heart ; 
But Hopes no Prejudice ſhall intervene, 
From any Cauſe that*s foreign to the Scene. 
All he intends, by rigid Rule confi'd, 
J to excice the Paſſions of the Mind. 
To make Diſtreſs in humble Words complain, 
And give the Heart, to feel a pleaſing Pain. 
Sweet is that Grief which feels another's Moe, 
hich ſheds a tear when Pity bids it flow. | 
When Virtue in Diſtreſs demands a Sigh, 
Each filent Drop*s a Fewel in the Eye. 
Thus, and thus only, wou'd he wiſh for Praiſe © * 
He even dares to ſcorn all-vulgar Ways. © 
Fair Virtue's Friends alone, he aims to move, 
Aud by the nobleſt Paſſion, virtuous Love. 
Be patient then; and when y ave heard bim md, 
Wilb Candour and Humanity decide. 
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Perſons Repreſented. 


MEN. 


Artamon, Mr. Mills. 
Lanertes, | | Mr. Mkueard. 
Ceron, | ; Mr. Berry. 
Pravamor, . | Mr. Wright. : 
Ar cano, I Mr b A 


Seman dra. Mrs. Giffard. 


Leonora, — Mrs. Mills. 
Sabia, Mrs. Butler. 


Attendants. 
SCENE, A /illage in Sicily. 
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FATAL RETIREMENT, 


; r E 


AGT IL. SCENE I 
ARTAMON, LANERTES. 


LANERTES, 
Artamon ! If yet you are my Friend, 
And hold me to your Heart, why wit 
you thus 
Diſturb my Peace? why will you give 
me Pain? 
ARTAMON. 
If yet I am your Friend! 7. Heaven, Lanertes, 
Sincere and undiſguis d, I am! my Faith, 
My Life, my Fortune ever ſhall attend you: 
But to adviſe is Friendſhip's nobleſt Office, 
Will you then think me falſe, when J perceive 
Unruly Paſſions labour in your Breaſt, 
And ſwell your Soul beyond the Bound of Reaſon, 
If I wou'd bring it back to calm Reflection; 
| Wou'd beg you not to give a Looſe to Phrenſy, 
Which may * your Peace, and mine for ever? 
LANER. 


9 


2 |: The Fatal Retirement. 
'_.LANERTES. 

I have no Peace, all is already loſt. 

Ah! Friend, did you not ſay that rs 
Virtuous and fair as Angels are deſcrib'd ; 
Light to my Eyes, Warmth to my beating Heart, 
The Life, the Soul, which does ſupport my Being, 
Wou'd fly for eyer from the Wretch Lanertes : 1 
AR TAM ON. x: 

No, no, my Friend miſtakes, -let not your * 
O ercome Serenity of Mind, but ben me. 
I know her Soul is generous and juſt : 
With all the Zeal of charitable Love, 
She ever liſtens to the Tale of Sorrow, 
Is fad at Grief, and pleas'd at other's Joy. 

Then think not that the fever'd Pain, the Anguiſh, 
And all the ſoft Diſtreſs of Love you keel, 
Is unregarded by the virtuous Maid; 
But rather think your Truth has touch'd her Heart, 
And that ſhe wiſhes ſhe cou'd make you happy. 

TLANERT ES. 

Coir'd make me happy! To me tis in her Power 
To give, like Heaven, all that is good and joy ful. 
Still, ſtill you rack me with a thouſand Pangs; 
You cloud your Meaning with ambiguous * 
And keep my Soul in Doubt. 

AER AMON. 


Come, come, be patient; 
You have my Friend, too Ms aSenſe of SufPrance, 


If little Cauſes can excite ſuch Pain; 
How cou'd you bear the Rigour of Diſtreſs? 
| 6 
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The Patal Retirement. 23 
_ LANERTES. 

Why, Sir, a Thorn, a little Thorn may pierce 
The Lion's Breaſt, and pain him to the Heart. 
Prithee proceed ! You fay it is her Wiſh 
To make me happy, what ſhou'd hinder it? 

| E104. 8 RENTON: * 

Well I will tell you All, though my Heart bleeds 
At ev'ry Word I ſpeak, for 'tis in vain 
To keep the Story from your eager Ear, 

When tis already ſwallow'd by the Crowd, 

And flies upon the Wings of ev'ry Wind : 

But promiſe that you'll bear it like a Man, 

And ſhou'd it touch you nearly, as it may, 

You'll curb your Paſſion, and be calm. 
LANERTES. 

I will. af 
Fit ARTAMON. 

Not many Hours are paſt, but yeſter Evening 

"Juſt as the Sun was bluſhing in the Weſt, 

The lovely. Maid, fair as the Spring itſelf, 

Led by the fragrant Air to walk the Field, | 5 
Obſerv d a Grove with vivid Green adorn d; | 


There did ſhe ſeek delightful Solitude, 


The beſt Companion of a guiltleſs Mind, 
And being ſeated on a flow'ry Bank, 

Her Head declining on her lilly Hand, 
Sweet Contemplation charm'd her for a Time. 
 LANERTES. 

Gracious Heayen ! What follow'd ? 
6 * 5 ART 4- 


4 De Fatal Retirement. 
AR TAM O N. 
Urge me no further? 
O my dear Friend! ware now upon a «Rock, | 
May wreck our Peace for ever. 
 LANERTES. © 
Let Fortune do her worſt; I am prepar'd 
To undergo it all. I beg you tell me ! 
ART AMON. = 
_ Witneſs my Heart, I wou'd not give you Paint i 
But as the fatal Tale muſt reach your Err, 
And thus you urge me to proceed, I will. 
From ſome dark Covert of the ſilent Groye 


A curſed Villain ftole, his wicked Heart 


Burning with Luſt, as if all Hell had lodg'd 
Within his Breaſt, and fir'd his daring Soul. 
Shame and Remorſe had fled his raging Thoaghts, 
And left him to Deſtruction, his ſinewd Hand 


A glitt ring Poniard grafp'd, ſeeming it ſelf 


To know the fatal way to murder Innocence: 
This he darted to her trembling Boſom 
And ſhock d her Virtue with a foul Demand. 

1 5 LANERTES © 
Perdition blaſt the Monſter ! O ye Gods! 


Where was your Thunder, that ye did not firike 


The heinous Wretch that Inſtant to the Center? | * 


But tell me, Atamon, proceed, he did not, 


He durſt not execute his damn d Deſign! 
ART AMON. 


El 7 To ; 3 
pp 1 to heil. 210 


LANER- 


LANERTES.. 
Toon; ſpeak, O did ſhe patiently reſign ? 
| ARTAMO N. 
No, 110 therefore tho it grieves me to the Soul, _ 

I muſt prolong the Anguiſh which you bear. 
The guiltleſs Leonora tortur d, and confus'd, 
Her Cheeks red glowing, and a Flood of Tears 
Fäaſt falling down from either cryſtal Eye, 
Oft cry'd aloud for Help, but cry'd in vain. 
No Friend attending, fave the warbling Bird 
Of Night, which. kindly tun d her melancholy Song 
With ſweetful Moan, in Pity to her Fate. 
Yet hoping ſhe might move him by her Prayer, 
Ah ! do not force me to an Act, ſhe ſaid, | 
My Death, my greateſt Horror, what Joy, what Glory 
Gain you to your ſelf, by murd'ring my Peace? 
Thus on her trembling Knee, too abje& Poſture 
For a Maid fo fair, ſhe pleaded for her Virtue. 
Enflam'd the more by her ſweet Eloquence, 
And all her Beauty heighten'd by Diſtreſs, 
Which ſeem'd like Morning Suns riſing through | 

He made no further Pauſe. | Showers, 


"EL ANERTE 8. 
Stop there, I charge you! | 

Left with the racking Tale my Brain turn wild, 
And T forget Revenge. O tell me, Artamon, 
Where is the Tyrant Author of this Ruin ? 
That I may drag him into Light, and fend him 


To TT black as his Soul. 
| ö ART 4 
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6 The Fatal Retirement. 
 ARTAMON. 
The Deed was done | [nf 
In dark Diſguiſe ; and from her ſearching Bye 


The Wretch eſcap'd unknown. The hapleſs Fair 
Proclaim'd her Story to the liſt'ning World; 


From her alone, I gather d what I've told you; fs 


And now ſhe raves diſtracted and forlorn, 

To ſome ſad Convent ſhe has vow'd to fl; 75 
Never again to ſee the Face of Joy, 

But end her Days in penitential Tears, 
And Sorrow for a Guilt that's not her own. 


LANERTES. 


Death ſeize the Villain! Hell and Deſpair ben 


Vet let me not thus rage away my ieee him 1 
Before JL ſee her; But ere ſhe flies for ever, 
May my deſiring Eyes again behold her, 

Then cloſe themſelves in everlaſting Sleep! 


SCENE IT. 


A Grove. 


PRAV AMOR, ARCANO. 
PRAVAMOKR. 
N ow I have brought you to the bliGful Place, 


The conſcious Scene of all my Glory. Twas here, 


This ſilent Shade was Witneſs of my Joy: 
I found the charming Virgin bluſhing like a Bride, 


A ſparkling Brightneſs darted from her Eye, 
And ſet my Soul on Fire. 
5 AIR CAN O. 


Did ſhe not know — Fs 


RA VA. 


1 


* 
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The Patal Retirement. 7 
PRAV AMOR. 
No, for I heard it was her Evening Cuſtom, 
Juſt at Decline of Sun, to walk abroad 
And take the Pleaſure of the fragrant Field; 

Watchful of that, and the big glorious Thought 
Long rev'ling in my Mind, I ſo diſguisd my Form, 
That even you, my Friend, cou d not have known me. 


ARCANO. | 
Did ſhe not ſhriek to Heav'n, and make Reſiſtance ? 
ä 

Ay, what a feeble Woman cou'd ſhe did. 
I thought indeed that Death itſelf had rifled 
All her Charms before me : the roſy Bloom 
Quite faded on her Cheek, and like a Lilly 
Which the amorous Wind too roughly breath'd on, 
She droop'd her Head, and fell into my Arms, 
With trembling Tranſport I the Moment ſnatch'd, 
Poſſeſs d her, warm'd her into Life, my Friend. 
Freſh Beauty bluſh'd, and glow'd Within her Cheeks, 
Her Boſom W ſhe ſigh'd, I bow'd, and left her. 

_ _ARCANO._ | 

Tis ftrange you ſurfeited on Joy fo ſoon. 
Ive heard, my Friend, that there was once a Time, 
When Power had rais'd you to a glorious Height, 
Above the ſtinted Sphere of common Men; 
You even doted on this Lady's Charms ; 
You wou' d. have ta en and bound her to Four Heart, 
By all the Ties of ceremonial Love. 

P: 'R AV AMO I 


B 2 | But 


I wou'd. 
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But ſhe like Snow upon the tow'ring Alps 
Plac'd nearer to the Boſom of the Sun, . 
'Than that which whitens all the Vale below, 
Was ſtill more cold and coy to my „ 
But ſoft ! — Here comes the Partner of my Bed, 


Tbo' not the Partner of my Joy, Axrcano. 


SCENE 1... 


SAB IA. PRAVAMOR, ARC ANO. 
PRAVA MOR. 
Good-morrow, Sabia ] methinks thy early Riſing | 
Hath added to thy Charms. Thou'rt heavenly fair! 
And ſmil'ſ upon the Day as bright and chearful, 


As Tor Morning Sun upon theſe opening Flowers, 


. 
What means this ſtrange Extravagance of r ? 
Is this your thirſting after great Revenge, 
T o yield to Dalliance, and forget your Foes ? 
TTT ; 
Why, what avail Complaint, and boaſting Talk ? 
The injur'd Mind ſhou'd tho' impatient wait 


Some golden Moment, which may crown its Hope, 


And give the longing Heatt a brave Revenge. 
,. 824 B:1. A | | 
What s this but boaſting Talk? Hathnot yourRage 


7 Been dormant, when the Time ſmil'd on your Wiſh 


With proſp'rous Views of Greatneſs ? To * 


remember 


When old Ceron, the Father of that Boy, 


The 
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The Fatal Retirement. 9 
The upſtart Artamon, was not retir'd 

From ſhining Courts to this dull Solitude; 

But like an Eagle foar'd above your Flight, | 

And with his ** beat down your young fledg'd 
Taft ventur'd from i its Neſt, and ring to the Sun: 
At ſach a Time, what foild your Policy ? 

The ſubtile Magick which the Court had taught you, 


But you might well have gain d ſome glorious Boon, 
And puſh'd your Rival from his pilfer d Grandeur. 


This, Sir, you cannot anſwer, I urge it home 
To your Ambition, indolent and dull. 
PRAVAMOR. 

' Cankers conſume your medling Woman's Tongue! 

Is't not enough that once with painful Eyes, 

We ſaw that hated Object rais'd to Power, 

Lifted to Glory's Height, and looking down 

With abject Scorn, upon us loftier Souls? 

But thus by Repetition of our Wrong, | 

Your ftinging Words muſt aggravate the Torment. 

I know your Sex's Pride can brook but ill 

The Loſs of Titles, Equipage, and Grandeur; 

And ſay ſt thou I'm to blame, tis falſe by Heaven! 

O had his Scheme but hatch'd the big Deſtruction! 

The hated Ceron, Artamon, Lanertes, 

And all their Friends, their damm d difſembling 

Friends! 
Had ſell at once, fell to the loweſt Pitch 


Of Wretchedneſs and Horror. 
L 5 r ARCANO 
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 "ARCANO. 

In vain | 
Are wiſhes to recall er $ gone io ever. 
Boys only whimper after Moments fled, 
The tinſel Toys, the Play- things which they've loft 
But Souls like ours, who bear the unconquer'd Will, 
The Thirſt of brave Revenge, ud ſill look. for- 

Ward 
For ſome glorious hm. e our 1 
With new inyented Peliems, What 9 have 

been, 

If this, or that were done, is actions now ; 

But what may be, is worthy of our Thoughts. 

The preſent Time is only in our Power; 

And ſhall we laviſh that in vain Debate, 

Concerning Things flown from our ſhallow Reach? ; 

That argues Weakneſs in our Minds, my Friend, 

And turns Revenge but into harmleſs Talk. 
PRAVAMOR. _ . 

| Tis for the Reaſon that a Time may come, 

Full-handed with Revenge, w have left the Court, 

And follow'd Ceron to this dull Retirement, 

Where yet he lives by vulgar Tongues applauded, 

Who call his Love of Solitude a Virtue, —_ 

And wonder that he ſhuns the ſhining Place, 

Where: Fame and Fortune waited on his Beck. 

Unthinking Fools! what Buſineſs has the Man = 

With all the Favours of a flatt'ring Court, 

Whoſe unexhauſted Store of damning Wealth, 


Can * the. ** of a Miſer 8 T hirſt, 


| 1 
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And purchaſe Fortune, with that Idol Fame. 
ARC ANC. | | 
Nor need we to deſpair of our Deſire; _ 
For at this Inſtant, my brave Friend and Brother, 
* ſet at Work an Engine for his Ruin. 
PP RA TAM OR. 
What! ? How? 
AR CANO. | 
= Madam, have been Hm of our Wrong, 
And boaſt a noble Spirit of Reſentment. 
We make you privy to our ſecret Souls. 


SABI A afide. 
Good God ! they have not half the Cauſe to ſtudy, 


For Revenge, that T have. Proud Artamon ! 
Curs'd be his Virtue ! honourable Notion ! 
Torture! for me to condeſcend ſo low, 
To make a Tender of my Love, and then 
To meet with a Repulſe! 
ARCANO, 10 8 ABI A. 

Lou do riot hear us. 

| SABIA. 


I'm thinking that you doubt me. 
What, do I wear a vile betraying Look? 
I dare face Danger ſteady as yourſelves, 
And tho' a Woman meet my Foe, as reſolute. 
„; 
Ay, but a Secret in a Woman's Breaſt 
Like Air cloſe pent, will burſt from its Confinement, 


And fly as Eager round the 1 ning World. 
8 4B IA. 


* 
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Ates A ; 
Indeed! then truſt it to yourſelves alone; 
For J muſt tell you, Sir, I ſcorn to know 
That Thing, which Em ſuſpected to betray. 

15 ARC ANO. : 
I doubt you not. Tou beat me, Pravamor 0. — 
I walk d this Morning by the Houſe of Cerun, 
And found Semandrs, with that Tool her Husband, 
The hated Artamon, in deep Diſcourſe. 
 _PRAVAMOR. x4 
About this cruel Deed, I warrant you! © 
This mighty Violence; which ſome bold Hero 
Committed lately on the Lady% Honour. 1 Borke 
SAB IA. 
Ves truly, that's a likely T ale; ber Honour! 
Bleſs us, what Buſtle do ſome Women make, 
Jo be thought virtuous by the prying World? : 
What tho' their Crimes be black as Hell itſelf, 
If they can hide them from the Face of Day, 


-, * Can cheat us but with ſeeming Purity, 


They'll ſhake their Heads at _ whoſe luckleſ 
„ -- 

Hath made their 3 * picuous to M ind, 
As if vile Darkneſs ſanctify d 1 wi _ 
And the diſcoy'ring Light made others greater. 

- ARCANO. 

This unknown Raviſher was all the Subject 

Of a long Diſcourſe, they talk d of Heaven, 

Of Juſtice, T hunder, and a thouſand Judgments ! 


At * ſome more important Buſineſs call'd them, 
| And 


3 a 
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And as with ſneering Compliments they left ey 
This Paper fell from Artamon. 
PRAYVAMOR. 


Read it! 2 
AIX CAN O. 
Tis whining Stuff, a ſimple Song of Love, | 
In Praiſe of Leonora and her Virtues, 
Suiting the Humour of his Friend Lanertes: 
See, Sir, tis wrote by Artamon himſelf; 
He let us leave it; for tis here I've heard 
That Leonora loſt her boaſted Honour; 
And hither may reſort, ere Noon ſacoceds 

The Morning's roſy Step, ſome of her Friends, 
To ſearch out this retir'd, inhuman Wretch, 
Who barbarouſly forc d a bluſhing Maid, 
To the Enjoyment of her deareſt Wiſh. 

The Stile is wanton in the Lady's Praiſe; - - 1-1 
When once the Paper ſhall be found 'twill give 
The greater Reaſon to ſuſpect its Author. 

But hark! What Noiſe is that? 

PR AVA MO R. 
Some one is coming. 
Haſte! A 5 ! 


FO E FW N E IV. 
.CERON} ENR 


c KE R o N. 
11 is in vain, Semandra, to purſuee 
The a4 -of * to ſearch for real Joy, 1 IJ 

_ * < 
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In fich a World as this, where Vice prevails; E 
And Virtue is the ſport of ev'ry Knaye. | FT aka 
Fond of a quiet Eife, from Ate” ring rt, 
Where dear T ranquility i is never known, | 
To theſe fair Shades 1 joy ſally retix d 
And plcas d my felf with N Hoper dh live at Eaſe; : 
My little Family fniling OI RS 10 99877 
And ſweet Contentment flowing lm each Heat ; 
" A N R AL * 
Alaſs! Ont H neſs is fleet and vain, 
Like Evening Fs ting d by the Sun with nay 
The pleaſing Proſpect at a Diftance charms; - 
But when we near approach the ſhining Scene, 
We find it all a Vapour hoy'ring round us.” EI 0 
I grieye with all the TenderneB'of _ "© do Y 
For Leonord's Fate, and dread the Is | 
Which. will I doubt enſue. 7 mt NS bly ior” 
LOTT LETT 
ik Come, do- 0 weep 1 — $0975 erg Gil 
hut let the T Wie that FO ay 0 us 2 — 
The wicked Author of her cue Mrong, = 
Yet mitigate our Grief. ——Whze 9 2 Mer bes 
| 8E MANDR AUR EI 
III miſtake-nor, 25 K* by this Place, 
The Virtue of your violated ; 
It might. be Ei mb It may (be; A 2 
In the Confuſion of, 2 impious IS 


a 
— 


: 
x N 


N. 
- Death! the SM VN | 
ur do Z to meet a Shock like his? 

NE SEM ANDRA. 


* WV 


The Fatal Retirement. 15 
SEMANDR A. . 
NY ET me Heaven! My Lord, my Father, 5 


Say ſt thou my Artamon? it cannot be! 


Eternal Conſtancy and Truth dwells in him. 

He would abhor to do a villainous Deed, 

Were it to > gain the Empire of the World! Wo 

| CERON. on 
Indeed I've thought ſo, but O Semandra ! 

J have a thouſand Fears diſturb my Mind ; 

My Brain is fill'd with, Jealouſy and Doubt: 

T his Paper! — take it, read it, O ye * 

| How Apprehenſion hacks me! | 
SEMANDR A. 

It is his Hand! | 
Well, be it ſo, What then? He pute her! 
Vet hold! I will not, cannot think him falſe: 
Some Villain plots to wrong his Innocence. 


This Paper may be forg d. Let's haſte away! . 
And find my injur'd Fat I will not reſt 


Till IJ have clear'd his Virtue from this Cloud, 

And ſet his AO free from Fault before you. 
| th "ay 1 « +, hai 

Well, I will; go, and Heaven grant we find, 


Theſe Fears arc only Phantoms of the Mind : 
But O I doubt my boding Thoughts are true, 


And greater Sortows will my Doubts purſue, 
So when the Stormy Winds, and 3 of Rain 


lmpetuous rage, and ſwell the foaming Main, 


Imagin'd Uls affright the Pilot's yen. 

Rocks ev'ry Moment ſeem on Rocks to riſe, - 

And fill his Soul with Horror and Surpriſe. 
| I „ 
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 EES 
n SCENE I 


LANERTES. | 
IS all in vain! —— I have. no Room for 
| Peace; 
The Stings of Grief, the Agonies of Love 
Poſſeſs my Heart, and take up ev ry * 
O Leonora, thou art all my Joy, 
The ſondeſt Hope that e er my Soul purſu'd; 
And muſt I, muſt I loſe the only Gd 
Which Fortune cou d in all her Empire find 
To make me bleſt? But ſee, ſne comes, ſne comes! 
IEntring Leonora. 

Brig ht as an Angel a the Throne of Heaven, 
To mine with Mercy on a Wretch deſpairing. 


e N - 58 
EONOR A LANERTES. 


"LE N O R A. 

5 No more, my Lord! Pray do nottdlk thus to me 

O cou'd you think what Anguiſh racks my Heart! 

You wou'd not, by a Tale of hapleſs Love, 

. hus moye my Tears, and add to my Diſtreſs 

LANERTES. | 

Will you. not hear me then? Alas? I find 

M * 71 * is tedious Prattle in your Ear, ES 
* | And 
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And I offend you, Madam, 
| LE ONO R A. 
Indeed, you wrong me. 
| LANERT 2 S. 
Ah! do but pity me. 
LEONOR A. 
I do. I do. 
LANERTES. 
Then I am happy, and we ſhall not part. - 
O Leonora, let my Arms embrace Thee! - 
Let me thus hold Thee ever to my Heart! 
By Heaven Thou'rt dearer to my Eyes than Light! ! 
My Soul ! my Comfort! my eternal Joy! 
What e'er is pleaſant ſweet and * is thine. 
How cou'd I live without Thee? 
LEONOR A. 
We might have liv'd, 
Had Fortune fo ordained, bleſt in each N 


But there is now a Bar, a fatal Bar, 


Between our Loves, and we muſt part for ever. 
LANE XY EVS. 

And can my Life exiſt when thou art from me! 
O, no. As well I might forego the Soul 
Which animates this Clay and live without it. 
Relentleſs cruel Maid! Is this thy Love? | 
Is this thy kind Reward for all my Pain? 
Say! Speak to me! Why doſt thou uſe me thus? 
Have I not undergone an Age of Sorrow; 
Has not my Boſom bled in thy. Behalt? 
Hays I not loy'd thee more than ever Mortal 2550 * 
c _ 4LEOQO- 
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| LEOQNOR A. 

Yes, I do grant it, I confeſs it all, 

And wiſh twas in my Power to make you happy. 


e E R 1 ES. 
Yet hear me! 
LEONOR 4 
No. Farewel! I dare not hear you. 
May you be happy with ſome werthy Maid ! 
' Whilſt I retire to diſtant. Solitude, : 
And hide myſelf from the opprobrious World. 
„ I NERTES; |; 

Where er you go, tho' to the furtheſt Part 

Of this extended Globe, I'll follow thee. 

No Placg, my Love, with thee can be forlorn; 
For thou art fair as vernal Fields in Bloom, 
And ſweeter than the Fragrance of the Morning, 

WMhere'er thou art tis Paradiſe to be, 
And one eternal Spring ſmiles all around. 
LE ON ORA. 
No. To ſome Convent, where my weeping Eye | 

Shall pour forth all the Anguiſh of my Heart, 

TI go; there end my tedious Hour of Life, 

In ſolemn Sorrow for my hapleſs Fate. 

Farewel, ae O farewel for ever! 

LAN SA 
Yet AY You ſhall-not go! 
- Tradaca L EON O RA. 
Muſt we not + part! Pad (+: 
N ＋ A* E RT ES. 
N ne Never, — We will liv ale, 


"Tilt 
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Till Time himſelf ſhall like a Statue ſtand, : 
And with eternal Wonder gaze upon our Loves! 
| LEONO R A. LOTT 
Al as ! your Paſſion hurries you to Madnefs. 
What Scorn, what baſe Reproof mult 1 endure, 
If ſtill 1 ſhou'd remain Withit this Place, | 
Which Virtue, Juſtice, bids'me to abhot 5 
Then indeed they might proclaim me ga, 
Might ſay my Soil conſented to the Crime.” 
0 racking Thought! I ſhou'd be all the dr 
Of vulgar n the Scandal of my Ser. 
LANE RTE S. 1 

O ceaſe to think ſo? tis impoſſtble! 
Thou art the Pride, the Glory of Mankind.” 
I've'ſeen the wotid ring Crowd gaze on mn Ch, 
With Adoration gaze; fixt tothe Earth ©: 
A while they've ftood, like marble Statues . 
Then, on a fudden, have 1 heard their Tongues 
Proclaim thy Praiſe, as if their ſordid Souls 
Were conſcious of thy Virtue, and, like mine, 
For ever raptur'd with the Theme. Bue gut 
Thy Merit were unheeded by the Vulgar ; 
Was not thy beauteous Form the People's Tdbl, / 
Evn then, what meddling Slave dates blaſt the Fame 
That's deer to Lanertes 2 his Life? 29 
Thou know'ft this faithful Arm can do its Office, 
"Nor ſhalf it teft*tif Tve aveng'd thy Miran. 
EO NORM 


May all the P wrs of Heav'n! reward you: 
£321 12 Sil : LO4 Jaw V4 T3) 4:4 


* 


.. WO | 2 he Fatal Retirement. 
LANE K. 7 E 8. 
Reward me l 

It is impoſſible, if thou'rt ankiad 

I tell thee, that my Miſery or Joy | 

Is center'd-in thy Breaſt. It is thy "Mag 

Which 333 my Life, and nouriſhes my! Soul: 

Thou haſt the Pow r to ſave or ruin both. 

Tue made myſelf a Priſoner to thy Will; 
Sleeping or waking, thou art next my Heart. 
I dream, I think of nothing elſe but Thee; 

And this dull Clay is like a meer Machine, 
Which of itſelf alone can nothing do, 

But by the Order of ſome skilful Artiſt 

It moves, or ſtops, is regular, or wild, 

fe gives it: Weight, or makes it light and free, 
n _ W Fancy pleaſes. 

1 LZEON ORA. 

My Lars 1 1. N Lord! a What wou'd 1 1 


me do? 
„ LANERTES. 
Stay, and be mine for ever. 
72 T EO No E A. Wy” 
weng you? | 
Sk. To 5: LANERTES. 109 
0 25 LA oK 


Aud can pen; will you take me to your Arms 

Defir, polluted 3 TIN | 
90 LANERTES .. 

> Why vit thou hock me be, + 5 


4a 


The Fatal Retirement. 21 
By adding Anguiſh to thy gentle Soul? | 

Art thou not ſtill the ſame? ftill pure and vittuous, 
White and unſully'd, as deſcending Snow ? 

It cannot be a Crime to ſuffer Wrongs 37 
Which the free Soul with Deteſtation ſcorns:- + + / 
Nor can I think thou'rt chang'di.from what thou 

But ſtill untainted, and as free from Guilt. ¶ waſt. 
Come, we may yet be happy. „5 Ho 

LE ONO RA. 
Never, neyer: I em 2950 
LA * VE R 72 E 6. 
Never! 135 A boo 
1 E 0 V 0 4 
No. I have vo- ai — 1 7 
LANE RT ES. | 
Then I'm a Wretch indeed ! And I will yow. 
Neꝰ er to know Comfort more. O hear me, Heay nl 

May T not find one Interval of Peace! | 
Bat may Diftreſs and Sorrow rack my Heart! 
Where'er T go, may {ad Oppreſſion follow me, 
| Till my impatient Life be worn away! | 

LEONORA | 
Riſe, and firſt ſtab me to the Heart, Lanertes 70 
If e er the Villains Name ſhall reach your Ear, 
You will revenge my Cauſe, when [ am gone. 
— 
Yes, I will fly this Inſtant to Revenge ; 

III rouſe the guilty Monſter from his Den; 

T'll ſeize, and drag him to his horrid ie, 
But Whom! ? and where? —-— Gods! ſhall the 
Villain e LE O- 
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-£ £0008 A ak FO 
Ae e. 
8 eee ee eee 
Revenge 1 0 ſtay till my Revenge is et 
My weary Life ſhall he reſigmd in Peace, 75 
And my laſt Breath ſhall bleſs thee, Lau. 100 
, „ e 34 
wel, moderate your Paſſion. m fick at c Hears 
And muſt retire ; yet ere I go 2 18 
Once more T'll ſee you. | 
 , LAaNERTES. 
May all good A Sad thee ! F149" 


. 
«4. #2 


8 C E N E In. 


T A N. E R T E 8. 1 
15 hy was I made, ve Pow 76, yaur Creature a ? 
My boaſting Lord of all your, vaſt Creation. | 
Why did ye give meStrength. for glorious Desde? 7 
Vet breathe into my Form a feeble Soul, : 
Which has not Courage to reſiſt a * 1 
Of Beauty s conqu xing Eye, but ſtrait grows Rad, 
And pines away with the Exceſs af Love. _— 
By Heav'n! my Life is wrapt in Leonard's ; 
There's not a Time I gaze upon her Charms, 
But my Heart beats with new and ſtrange Deſire. | 
I cou'd for ever liſten to her Tongue, - 
Ev'n when he tells the dreadful Tale of Par, 
= Words mix fuch a Pleaſure with the Pain, 
Thas Ls Lam al 3 to the Talk, . 


f : TI my * o 4 „ 
ak 4 — — f a . 3 k 


* 
+ - 
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Which gives. mè Death to hear. O ſhe hath man 


To wind me to her very Purpoſe ! 
She can unman my firmeſt Neſolution ! 


s O R N E IV. 


LANE RT ES, PRA Y amor 
” PRAVAMOR. e 
My Los!?! 
LANERTES. 


Who is there? 
p RAV A M 0 R. 
By an you, 1 
| LA N ER 7 E 8. | 
Well! f 5867 
RAY AMOR. 
You look upon me with unfriendly Eyes. 
T have not wrong d, but ever wiſh'd to ery you. 
LANE R 7 E 8. 
Did I accuſe you? | 


No. But 
5 LANEBRTES. 
Speak. your Purpoſe! 5 
PRAVAMOR. . 
You think I'm not your Friend. 
: L ANE R TE . 

No more of that; 


F Fe is grown the Bus neſs of the World, 
D 2 And 
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And Honeſty the Merchandiſe of Man. dif” 
Give me your W I to chule a 

Friend, | 
NY firſt would think. on you. 
P RAV AM 2 R. 
Then I may ſpeak. | 
% KL IF N E R . E §. 


Freely. 
| PR A * 4 M 0 R. 
It is obſer vid, 
You ſeem to ſcorn the Gaieties of Life, 
And ſhun Society, its ſweeteſt Joy ; 
To diſmal Shades you ſilently retire, 
There ſigh alone, and cheriſh pining Care. 
| T wiſh 'twere in my Pow'r to give you Peaco 
Believe me, Im concern d at your Diſtreſs, 
And bleed for Leonorg's cruel Fate. 
LANERTE S. 
How! ſayſt thou ! Leonora 
1 P RAV AMOR. 
Les, my good Lord, 1 5 
J know too well the Tale of her Affliction. = 
The Story of your Loves has pierc'd my Heart. 
Like pliant Wax, my Nature's apt to yield. 
To the Impreſſion of another's Grief. | 
Thank Heay'n, I have the Virtue to be moy'd 
At a {ad Scene of Sorrow! And J can weep, ah 
op as prom, when Pity calls for Tears. 
LANE RTE S. 1 
1 thank you, for your officious Friend hip. 5 
You 


: = a a — 
> _ S =) N 
—— — — m — 
— — . ˙w•t1l ̃ r O—_ 
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You ſought me then, it ſeems; but to inform me 
That I'm an Object worthy of Compaſſion. 
-  PRAF AMON 
No, tis the Purpoſe of your faithful Friend, 
Haply to caſe the Anguiſh of your Heart, 
And plead as if my Welfare lay at Stake,. 8 
That you wou'd ſhun an III which lurks behind, | 
By far more great than any you have known. 
| LANERTES aw 
T underſtand you not, if you're that Friend 
As ſo much you have labour'd to be thought, 
Why do you wrap your Meaning thus in Clouds ? 
An honeſt Man will ſpeak his Mind at once, 
Is fair and open as the Front of Light. | 
P'R 4 OMIM OR-: 
Then ſearch no further for the guilty Wretch, 
Who dar'd to murder Zeonora's Peace. 
| LANERTES. 
Ha! You have wak'd me from my ſlothful Trance, 
And rous'd me into Madneſs. Search no further ! 
Perdition catch you for your dull Advice! 
Your buſy dark deſign. Come, come your Thoughts! 
T'll have them from your Heart, tho deep as Hell. 
Why do you give ſuch Counſel? Is it your ſelf 
Whoſe coward Soul is conſcious of the Guilt ? 
That you wou'd ſooth me into vile Oblivion, 
And * a Miſt before the Eye of Juſtice. 
| PRAVAMOR. 
| © there be Truth in Earth or We . s 


me _ TV 
But 
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But T forgive ; it is the Effect of Paſſion. 
If you were calm, you wou'd not uſe me thus. 
 LANERTES. 

I Auge y ou then, by the eternal Vengeance! 5 
If aught you know of him whoſe taging Sou! 
Cou'd prompt him to a Deed, Dees 1 n 
Say quickly ! Speak this Moment | | 1 "IL 1. 


RAT CRORE: 

I cannot. 

TE ad LANERTES 5 
PRAY AMOR. 


Tho * enten of ſo baſe a Wrong, 
Let, I confeſs he is the Man I love. 


I beg = wou'd excuſe me. - 
LANERTES. : 
Racks and Torture: 
PRAV AMOR. 
ii 5 Wen, I will tell you, but 
1 25 i Tg GENESIS 
1 Speak l "A 5 
1 e Ar e 
| Artamon. | 
ki LANERTES. 
Villain 6 'tis Al [Srikes bis. 
_ _ PRAVAMOR. all 
| Ha! Fins 4 "BN \ 


: | LANERTES, 
Tes, biſe diſſembling Slave. 


As rn Falſhood !. — let ban ſhun your Sgt 
he 


1 ſeom a thing rike 0 of Honour. 
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The very Air you breathe in is ene 


s E N v. 


7 R 4 V A O R. 
Go, and may eternal Plagues attend you! 


'SDeath! A vile Blow. Tis Hell, tis Cowardice, 


To think my eaſy Nature cou d TR it! 

But no Matter. "By Heaven III ſleep no more! 
Not give my Soul one Interval of Reſt, 

Till I've repaid him this damn'd Infvlence. 


Fes, like a poiſon d Arrow will I fly, n 


Tho' Twit yet ſure to give CIR Death. 


s C EN E VI. 


ARTAMON, ARCANO. 


5 ARCANO. | 
I have no Intereſt to deceive you, Sir. 


I but this Minute parted from/your Father, 3 


And he accus'd you of the Crime. 

| AR AMON. ruth V A&A 
No more ! 

You purpoſe baſely to 8 my Blood. 10 1 

' You wou'd incenſe my Heart againſt my N A. 

By raiſing mortal Enmity and Strife, - 

Between a Father and his only Son. 097 
 ARCANO. 


SCENE 


"_ = 5 — — — 
— 
FEST — _— 
OD /// . e e — 
8 ——— 24s. 2 * K = 
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8 5 E N E VI. 


ARTAMON, ARCANO, SAB IA. 


r 5 
Why in Debate at ſuch a Time as this, I its 2 
When Fame and eyen Life itſelf's at Stake? 
Have you, my Lord, or Thought or Spirit in 1900 
That thus you ſtand i in Parley with Four. Bg. 5 
6 A R TAMO N. 1115 
Patience 8 Dol deſerve this Way: 2 


Leave me this Inſtant or you'll urge my Rage. 
[To . 


SCENE vil 


414. IR TAO N. 
SA3 1A. 
Indeed the World i is buſy with your Fame, : 
It even dares proclaim you for a n 113 2000 
ARTAMON.' 


* 0 * * — 


n een 

Tour Wik, Semandra ſays it. 18 5 jets 

Ti well the welas of your Ser protels 

1 Gn 
5 4 BI A. 


Tum, a and look on me, am I ſo hateful, | 
To 


| Virtue! hs 


The Fatal Retirement, 29 


| To be ſcorn'd thus? Tell me, am I deform'd ? 


Ugly and wrinkled like a midnight Hag. 


Speak, why do you ſhun me? 


AR 7.4, MON: 
I pray ftand off! | 


8 Shame Have you no Bluſh of Modeſty i ? 


No Spark of Honour ? Home, home to your Huſ- 
band ! £ 


Where is your Virtue? 


SABI 4. 

Virtue! here at my Heart; 
An open Plainneſs, down-right Honeſty, 
I cannot flatter thoſe whom I deſpite, 
Or ſeem indifferent to the Man J love. 
Tis not with me as with my artful Sex, 
Who hide their nat'ral Wiſhes and Averſions; 
T ſcorn that cheating Faſhion. No, my Soul 
Shall neyer ſcreen with Lies its Lnclination: 
But maugre Cuſtom dare confeſs the Truth: 


This I call Virtue, I don't define it 
Like a pining Girl, who thinks it means 


To curb Deſire, and not refrain from Loye. 


ARTAMON 

Ay, praQtiſe it firſt, and then you may arne 
F 

Dull ſophiſtiek Talker! are you of thoſe 


Who proudly boaſt themſelves the Lords of N: ature 7 
Who 96: of its mung nnen d, * 
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Look on the happy Commoners of = 
And let them teach you Wiſdom! | 
| ARTAMON. 
Abandon'd Shame! 
Tm fick of hearing you. Where i is Semandra? PF: 
SABIA. * 
She has wrong d you. 
ART AM 0 N. 
Tis falſe. Farewel! 


SCENE =. . 


"10 B I 145 
Confuſion! 

| May ev'ry Ill combine to make me wretched! 
| 1 14 Care and pining Anguiſh rack my Brain, 
Deſpair and Shame ſtill prey upon my Heart, 
1 Till I have loſt the Senſe of my Condition, 

And ſink for ever to my native Duſt! 

Death! Can I endure to be thus treated? 

Scorn'd by this dull, this conſcientious Fool, 

Who ſuffers Cuſtom to delude his Reaſon? 

No. By this Hell of Pain which burns within me, 

Fll fate my Rage with moſt unerring Vengeance, 
And pour the Fury of a Woman ſcorn d, 

Like mighty Storms, on this diſdainful Man 

So fares it with the wretch who dares to move 

The dreadful wrath of all- tremendous Jove, 

Loud Thunder rolls o'er his devoted Head, 

And Lighnings _ him in a Moment dead. 

55 A - +. 
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ACT HI. SCENE I. 


PRAVAMOR ARCANO. 
[They meet and embrace. 


PRAYV AMOR. 


"HUS, thus for ever may we meet, my Friend ! [ 
And glad each other with a warm Embrace. 
My Heart o'erflows with Tranſport when I ſee thee, 
For when thou' rt abſent half my Soul is fled. 
Let Pedants train d in ſuperſtitious Schools, 
Who clog their Brains with Virtue's airy Notions, 
Let them ftill boaſt their poor unmeaning Friendſhip, 
_ Whilſt we communicate our nobler Thoughts, 
Laugh at the ſenſeleſs World, and greatly talk 
Of dear Ambition, and affiring Hope. 
| | 4 R CANO. 
Cf ſweet Revenge! 
FRAY £X M OR. 
The Attribute of Gods. 17 
O my Arcano! We have laid a Scheme 
Shall ſatisfy our utmoſt Thirſt of Rage, 
And crown our Wiſhes with abundant Joy. 
Had you poſleſs'd the Happineſs with me, 
But Nl this Moment to have ſeen that Man, 
E 2 Whom 
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| Whom moſt of all we hate, the wretched Ceron, 

With Eyes diſtorted overflowing Tears, 

And deep Diſtreſs high ſwelling at his Heart, | 

What mighty Rapture wou'd have fill'd your Soul 

Lou muſt have wept with Extaſie of Joy, 
As he did then in Bitterneſs of Grief. 


8 G E N HN . 


CE RON, SEMANDRA, PRAV AMOR, 
4RCANO, 
CER ON. 
on See“ | ; 
Cou'd J have thought that thy fair Innocence, | 
Thy virtuous Love wou'd cer haye been abus'd ? 
Thus wrong'd by him who was my dear Delight, 
The ſole Support of my decay ing Age! 5 
5 C 
Forgive me, Sir, if I intrude abruptly, 
It melts my Heart to ſee you thus in Pain : 
Pray, my good Lord, compoſe your anxious Mind, 
And ſeek to be at Peace. 
GERO N. 

Why, what art thou 
Who talkKt of things not in the Power of Nature? 
Ah! whither ſhou'd T fly in Search for Peace, 
When weary of my Life ? the World to me 
Is like a Death- bed t to a fever d Man; ZAP 

| Where er 
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Where e'er I turn, Tam ehe ſtill, 

And want to be remov'd. 

PR AV 4 M 0 R. 


But even now 
1 met th' unhappy Man ha. Fate has thus 
Inyolv'd his Family, his Friends, himſelf, [me 
And wou'd have ſhar'd his Grief; but when he faw 
In ſtrange Surpriſe he ſtarted 8 the Place, 
As if 'twas his Deſire to weep in Silence, 
And hide his Conflict from the prying World. 
DN, 

0 Torture! tis th Effect of ſullen Fear. 
Guilt and Remorſe have deeply ſtung his Heart, 

In ſhameful Solitude he hides his Head, 
And ſhuns the open Day. Let me entreat you, 
If you know where to find this wretched Mourner, 
Tell him, his aged Father, who with Care, 
And all the Fondneſs of paternal Loye, 
Hath from his Cradle nurs'd him up in Life, 
Is now become a Suppliant to his Son, 
And begs to ſee him ere his weeping Eyes 
Shall cloſe in Death, never to ſee him more. 

PR A A M 0 * 

PII ſerve you with my Life. 


SCENE III. 
CERON, SEMANDR A. 


SE MAN D R A. 
This i is too much, 


Too 
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Too great Diſtreſs for Nature to endure. 

Hear me; if Sir, you have not caſt me off, 

Nor ſhut your Ear againſt your Daughter's Pray v, 

Shock not your ſelf with theſe tormenting Fears. 

O do not pierce Semandra's Heart in your's ! 

I like not Pravamor, that ſoothing Paraſite, 

He fawns on you, and ſpeaks unjuſtly of my Lord. 
CERON. 


Why, why, Semandra ? ls there Cauſe for this : 


SEMANDRA. 


You may EO on when at Court, my Lord, 


He and his Friend poſeſs'd ſore Share of Power, 
Like Summer Inſects flutter'd for a while, 

And ſpread their gilded Wings before the Sun; | 
They buzz d about one little gaudy Hour, 


Then ſell ignobly to that abje& State; 
From whence at firſt their puny Honours roſe. 


CER ON. 
Well? 
SEMAN DRA. 
Upon the Ruins of their fallen Power 
You built a Monument of glorious Fame; 
And can you think they envy not your Glory, 


And hate the Light that uſher'd in their Fall? 


.CERON. : 
No. Twas a Greatneſs not to be defir'd ; 
A Life of painful Thought, and anxious Care, 


Forever toiling to a thankleſs End, 


%. 


To ſerve a jealous and inconſtant Pcop le, 


| Who ſrareely can diſtinguiſh Vice fem Viitue : 


This 
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This Day they love what they abhor another, | 
Reproach and praiſe, and ftill they know not why. 
Who then would ſtand upon a tott'ring Height, 
Built on the feeble and unſettled Ground 


Of vulgar Minds, more fickle than blind Chance 2 


True, we are followed, courted and careſs d, 


But to what End? to Atisfy the Want 
Ofey'ry Fool, who lays a Claim to Merit: 


Such are your daily Viſiters at Home; 
While baſe Detraction roars abroad againſt you, | 
Strikes at your Life, and tears your Fame to pieces, 


But here comes Artamon, Ill charge him home. 


Semandra, leave me! Fl talk with him alone, 


SCENE IV. 
ARTAMON, C.ERON. 


CERO N. 
Artamon /! 


8 | AR TAO N. 
My Lord? 


C E RO N. 
Come nearer to me! 


ART AMON. 
1 fave Semandra here, why is ſhe gone? 
CERON. 3 


Ah! there thy Conſcience flabs thee to thy 
Heart, 


For chou haſt wrong'd her baſely. 


„ 4ARTAMON. 
Wrong'd her! How? | 


* 
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"Tis plain ſhe loyes me not. Does ſhe accuſe me ? 
CERON. 

Api do not ſhift the Accuſiticn from thee ! 

For I know thou'rt N Come, ſit thee down, 
And hear me patiently ! Thou ſhalt not _ Sa 
One Step, till T have ſhewn thee to thy ſelf; 
Have plac'd before thee ſuch a faithful Glaſs, 
Asin its proper Light ſhall turn thy Heart, 
With all thy guilty Secrets from thy Boſom, 
2 hat to thy Face it may confront thee fairly. 
| ARTAMON. 

Patience ! —— My Lord! 

+1 CR ON. 

Not a Word! But hear me 

I ſee thou'rt ready to foreſtall my Charge, 
For baſe Evaſion lurks within thine Eye : 
Yet all thy falſe, thy gilded Arguments, 
Tho' they too oft were wont to catch my Soul, 
Tomelt my Heart, and pleaſe my Appetite, 
Like ſweet Drops of Honey, ſhall not avail. 
Firſt, let me ſpeak | and if there ſtill is in thee 
One Glimpſe of Honour, or Virtue but enough 
To ſcorn a Lie, be juſt, and anſwer me. 

« ARTAMON.. 
Iwill, and as the Truth or Falſity 
Of my Reply appears, may Heav'n reward me! 

CE RON. 

0 Artamon ! Thou know ſt too well the way 
To win my eaſy Nature: thou ſeeſt my Error, 
Seeſt that thy Father loves thee to a Failing. Z 
I | | ut 
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But I muſt own, till now I never tliougit 
My dear Indulgence wou'd have been rep | 
| With baſe Ingratitude. I thought thee faithful, 
Brave, vittuous, horiotirable, what did I not think ? 
Thou wert the Center of my Happineſs ! 
I htely thought that T ſhou'd die! in Peace. 
ARTAMO N. 
Pray do not rack my Soul thus! f bot proceed, | 
Tell _ what haye I done? 
CERON. 
What haft thou done ! 
How reſolute and innocent he ſeems ! 
"Tis ſtrange ! Has Guilt the Power to look ſo fir, 
Jo dreſs itſelf in ſuch a modeſt Garb, 
And cloke its Baſeneſs with Dinas 
Yes, 'tis that monſtrous Thing Hy pocriſy, . 
Which does ſo oft deceive the erring Eye, 
Makes Vice as ſweet as Virtue in Appearance, 
And the lewd Painting of a Harlot's Cheek, 
Like the pure Bluſhes of a ſpotleſs Maid. 
Thy fteady Countenance affrights my Senſe, 
I'm ſure thou'rt guilty, yet thy Looks dare call me 
ar. 
3 ART 4 ** 0 N. 
G n Why am I ſingled out 
To ſuffer ſach Reproach thus innocent? 
Witneſs my Heart Tcou'd have borne Diſeaſe, 
Or farting Poverty! Nay had Fortune = 
Leſt me in thus e WOE e e 
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A hated Vagrant, had I been deny'd 

The Sight of Day, and Commerce of Mankind, 

I cou'd have wander d up and down content, 

A loneſome Wretch, abandon'd to my Care, 

Till in ſome Solitude Tad laid me down, 

There to have dy d unpity'd and forgotten. 

But this is Calumny too much to bear, 

Am TI a Villain? Rebel to Nature! 

That you upraid me in ſuch cruel Terms : 

Then, I have liv'd too long, my Spirits faint, 

And J am cruſh'd beneath Affliction's Weight. 
„ 

Away this jealous, this diſtruſtful Fear, 
Which ſtabs me, racks me, in the tend'reſt Part! 
T'll think no more on't. O my Artamon . 

By Heaven Tad rather die that find you falſe! 
Falſe! tis impoſſible ! Thou art the beſt 

Of all Mankind, thy Father's only Bleſſing. 

Come, come to my Arms! Let me embrace thee! 

I wou'd not bear one Moment's longer Doubt, = 
To gain the Empire of the World. , Thou art 
Still virtuous, and my Fears are "I Ha! 
Vet I am Mad Something inflames my Heart, 
And tells me thou art guilty. 
Can there be greater Torture than this Doubt ? 
Thus to miſtruſt, and yet to dote as I do. 

ARTAMON. 
What do you doubt? Speak Sir, I beg you peak 
C 


Tbat thou haſt done a Deed, ſhall blot thy Name 
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With Infamy for ever —— Poor Leonora 
ARTAMON. 
My Lord! No more. I gueſs your Charge, and ſtart | 
At the bare Thought of fo abhor'd a Villany. 
CERON. 
| You wou'd not ſure be noted by the World, 
To the laſt Moment of recording Time, 
For ſuch a monſtrous Guilt. O what is Life, 
But to enjoy the Peace which Virtue gives, 
And the fair Fame of the reporting World ? 
 _ARTAMON. 
| You ſhall be fatisfy'd that I am guiltkeſs, 
For your own fake, and not for Fame's vain Glory : 
The World's Report of ev'n the worthieſt Men, 
Is but a ſhort-liv'd Breath, tis like the Sound | 
That ſwiftly iſſues from a Caries s Mouth, 
Not heard until the Flaſh of Life is over, 
And then juſt borne about the little Round 
Or _— Air, and dies for ever. 
CERO N. 
But Villany ! — 
Eo ARTAMON. 

I beg, no more. Twill cloſe theſe Eyes, 
Nor ſhall my Heart know Peace, until you find 
That I am clear of this deteſted Stain. 

C ER O * 

You will ? 
| ARTAMON. 

I will. . | | 
| 2 ne 


6 The Hat al Ahoy 
0 ee 
Eternal Bleffingy wait you} 5 


s d E N R v. 


4 2 4.0 N. 
Semandra! a 0 bear my Heart this bard Encountesl 
T'll try her Loye, and know if I have * 5 
To and her Pain, altho I rack * 


E N VI. 


SEMANDR 4.5 ARTAMON. 


| £5:MANDMS, ow 
Werd is he? Where is my Lord, my Refuge? 
Quick let me fly into his dear lord Arms, 
And, tell him all my Care! Happy I am 72 
Thus bleſt with ches, but when rt wen ban 
me, iT 
Deſolate indeed "WES Wilt han at "Tabs me? 
O look upon me with a tender Smile! 
| > my unquiet Hoare wal break with Grief. 
Away Ian | N aa Fair bo 
Thou haſt undone my Peace, ab ms 1 12717 
SEMAND RA. 
My Lord! What means this Accuſation? * 
Thou can'ſt not ſurely think it. O turn thee! 
Speak tome! How have I deſerv'd this from thee ? 


| 1 Have I not ſince my Eyes beheld thee firſt, 
- 5 With 
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With Joy obey d thee as thy faithful Wiſe ? 
Has e er my Heart known Comfort or Repoſe 
Without thee? Have not mine Arms been open | 


Io receive chee ever, with more Tranſport 


Than tender Mothers do their only Babes? 
Thus, and more, if poſſible, I've lov'd thee; 
And do not now ſorſake me; Artamon't 
Where ſhall I then find charitable Succour ? 
To whom can fad Semandra fly for Aid ? = 
T 0 what, but You the Lord of all her Wiſhes ? 
'ART AMON. _ 3 
1 8 It is Death to hear thee : 
I know ſuch Muſick warbles from thy T — z 
S0. fair thou look ſt, and talk ſt with ſo much 
Sweetneſs, : 
That Falſhood varniſh'd with thy 33 
Appears with all the Sanctity of Truth, _ 
SEMANDRA 
Tell me, my Lord, but how I have offended 7 * 
And as my Accuſation comes from thee, 
[ll be content, and ſeal my Lips for ever. 
ART AMON. + 
It is maniſcf thou haſt done me Wrong. 
But for what End, Heaven knows. O Semandra 
Is thus my Faith repaid ? Is it for this, 
I ſought, thee from the reſt of all thy Sex, 
= — the Partner of my Life my Soul? 
For this have guarded thee with tend'reſt Care, 
Lov'd thee moſt true, and preſs d thee to my Heart? 


— Farewell 
SE MANDRA. 
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8 NN 
You ſhall not leave me! By my Love, you 
_ ſhall not 
By all the paſt Endearmerits of our Lives! 
By all the Bleſſings Wave enjoy'd together! 
Remember, Artamon, there was a Time, 
I pleaded not unheard, or wept unpity'd, | 
When ev'ry Accent from my Tongue was caught 
With Joy, and all the Treaſure of your Heart 
Was wrapt in mine. O think on the Delights, 
Think on the Sweets of Loye we once have taſted, 
And look. with Tenderneſs upon me ! 
| ARTAMON. © 1 
No; All is paſt, and I wou'd fain . them. | 
Pray let me go! wa 
Sr SEMANDR A. 
Stay, „% 
If ever I was dear; ſure once I was, 


Tho now hard Change! 2 and deſpis d. 
| [He breaks from bees, 
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SCENE VII. 


SEM AND R A. 5 
Is he then fled unmindful of my Tea cars? 
O ye juſt Gods aſſiſt me to retrieve 
This cruel, this unkind yet dear loy'd Man 
If he relents not, I am loſt for ever. 


r tn TS. 5 
* * 
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8s E N E vm 
2 RA R. AR CANO. 


 PRAVAMOR. 
Ha! ha! ha! | | 
> ibid a Vizard. 
* Here is my Safety! Twas my beſt Defence, 
When I beſieg' d the Fair: Mars cannot boaſh, 
Nor all his Sons of War, a nobler Shield ; 
This kept me private from her piercing Eye, 
And ſav'd my Modeſty a thouſand Bluſhes: 
Let it be laid in Artamons Apartment! 
T know you never are deny d Admittance; 
For tis the Curſe of your believing Fools, 
TO think all Men as honeſt as themſelyes. 
ARCANO. © 
It ſhall; but is't not better to deſiſt? 


Truſt me, my Friend, twill gain us no Advantage. 
P'R 4 LV AMOR. 
Advantage! By my Soul, a full Reward ; 


It makes us Gods; gains us a brave Revenge f 
My Friend ! my Friend! indeed you are too fearful, 


Not form'd to execute a brave Deſign ; 
You move ſo ſlowly, that the Brand prepar'd 
Red hot for Vengeance, cools before you ſtrike. 
ARC ANO. 
Well, well, Sir, you are ever quick to Adtion; 
But had you been deliberate and ſlow, | 
That Power, the Loſs of which now ſtings your 
. Heart, | —_ 
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Had ſtill been yours. 
PR AY AMOR, © 

J do confeſs, indeed, 
That when I met the Tide of Greatnefs firſt, 
I boldly leap'd into the Flood at once 
And buffeted the Torrent which oppos'd me, 
With hardy Sinews, and a dauntleſs Heart, 
Till Storms too great for Mortal to reſiſt, 
Daſh'd round my tow'ring Head, and bore me 

back. | 
You, I . on the diſtant Shore 
Stood cold and fhiw ' ring like a fearful Boy, 
And dard not venture but by flow Degrees, 
Ot Bladders borne, which by a ſimple Thorn 
That floated in your Way, were ſpoil'd at once, 
And all the Air, the popular Applauſe, | 
That buoy d you up, burſt out, and down you 


ſunk. 


| A R C 4 NO. 

Come, let's not quarrel, we haye both miſtook, 
And found that tis a ſlipp'ry Path to Power, 
Which few can tread, and firmly keep the Ground: 
Then ſince w have tript in that uncertain Road, 
Let us avoid a yet more dang rous Way, | 
And leave this Buſineſs, while we yet are ſafe, . 
For what in after Times th' Event may be, | 
Shou'd give us Pauſe, if there is aught in Conſcience, 
Or religious Awe. : 

%%% |. .- 
Religion, Ky thou! . An R 
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That is an antiquated ſtale Device, 


A worn-out Trick to cheat the thoughtleſs Valgar; „ 
I tell thee, Man, we live but for our ſel ves, 


And, after Death, are void of Pain or Joy. 


We are engender d, like the baſeſt Brutes, 
Like them begot in raging Heat of Luft: 
And what is this vaſt Reaſon which we boaſt? 


Tis but th Effect of groſs Senſation, 


It only leads us to perpetual Maze, 

And raiſes Scruples we can ne'er determine: 
Nay, Brutes will ſhew the Power of thinking Souls 
Far more than ſome of us, and ſhall they rot, 


And mould'ring mix among the common Soil, 


Ne'er to exiſt in conſcious Life again, 

While Ideots live beyond the Reach of Time, 
And gain by dying Senſe unknown before? 
ARCANO. TI 

By Heaven, thy Reſolution chears my Soul ! 
My Heart's alarm'd, and pants for the Event: 
But ftill whate'er we do; let me adviſe ; 

Feign not too much 3 or Com paſſion ; 
Seem rather to be lull'd in ſome dull Trance, 
Till their Deſtruction gives us ſure Revenge. 

So watchful Lions heedleſs Brutes betray, 
Diſſemble Slumber, and ſecure their Prey. 


© Sug: ACT 
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A Cr v. SCENE 4 


LANERTES follow/dby SEMANDRA 
SEMANDRA. 
TAY! Artamon? No. Tam miſtaken. 
Ah ! whither, whither ſhall I fly? O where 
Is Charity ? will ſhe unfold her Arms, 
And take me in thus friendleſs and forſaken? 
Alas! I know no Place to ſhelter me; 
To hide me from the many cruel Wrongs, 
I yet am likely to endure. | 
Tell me, Ye righteous Rulers of the World, 
O why I am diſtreſs d? why thus abandor d: ? 
Have ever I defy'd your ſacred Power ? 
Or ſet at nought your great eternal Law? 
Have &er my Actions or my Heart been falſe 
To the unerring Guide of heav nly Truth? 
O inſupportable ! to be degraded, 
Slighted, ſcorn'd, by that dear faithleſs Man, 
On whom all Comfort of my Life depends, 
My Love, my Lord, my Husband. 
| LANERTES. 
Semandra . 
Gentle Fair ! I ſear thou art much injur d, 
And haſt too great a Cauſe to be thus ſomowful; 
But ſee, thou Pattern of diyine Perfection, + 
FS | un 
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Turn, and behold a Fellow-Sufferer, 
In all the agonizing Pangs of Love, 
Driv'n from the dear Poſſeſſor of my Heart, 
To be as wretched as my Fate can make me. 
SEM A NDR 4. h 


i pity thee !. 
| | L ANERT E S. 
Ye, cou'd a Moment's Eaſe relieve my Pain, 
It might be found in charitable Pity ; 
But oh ! *tis far too great to be reliey'd, 
Not even the Voice of ſweet Compaſſion 
Can bring one Interval of Peace to me! 
_ __SEMANDRA. 
IIl-fated Youth ! 
I know you love, but not like me, in vain: 
Th'unhappy Partner of thy faithful Heart 
Looks with an Eye of tender Pity on thee, 
And equal to her own, laments thy Fate. 
LANERTES. 
Gods! That one mortal Man ſhould be beſet 
With ſich Variety of Wretchedneſs. 0 
To love, to be beloy'd, and yet deny d 
The dear Poſſeſſion of my Soul's Deſire; 
No more to hold her in my longing Arms, 
To hear no more the Muſick of her Voice, 
Feaſt on her Eyes, and preſs her to my Heart. 
O ſpeak to me, thou kind, thou virtuous Fair! 
For thou endur'ſt the throbbing Pangs of Love, 
Know'ſt the Viciflitudes of Grief and Joy, 


Thu uncertain Pleaſure — and the certain Pain, 
G 2 With 
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With all the Turns of that ſubduing Paſſion, 

Say, is it not hard? nay, is it to be borne, 

Thus to behold the Darling of my Soul, 

Loſt to the World, and to my Hopes for ever? 
| SEMANDRA. 

No more. Talk not of diſappointed Love! 
At ev'ry Word you ſpeak, freſh Drops of Blood 
Spring from my tortur'd Heart ; the Pain you feel 
In me is doubled, I was happy .. 

As Tam wretched now, for I have known 
The joyful Time when the inchanting God 
Did ſmile upon me with his gentleſt Aſpect, 
Led me a willing Captive to his Power, 
And even in the Sight of envious Virgins, 
Plac'd me triumphant on his higheſt Throne: 
O how the dear dear Thought ſtill charms my Mind! 
Hear me! I muſt, will tell you of thoſe Days, 
Thoſe golden Days, when Artamon firſt taught 
His fatal Leſſon to a ſimple Maid; 
So tenderly he talk'd, fo ſigh'd ad preſs'd 
With ſo much Earneſtneſß, that ev'ry Word 
| Forc'd a ſwift Paſſage thro' my liſt'ning Ear, 
And ſeiz'd upon my Heart. I do remember, 
*T was where the Wood bine and the Myrtle grows 
Within yon filent Grove, he told his Tale. 
And told it with ſuch Art, that Nature's ſelf 
Seem'd pleas d with all he faid : the ſhady Trees 
Bow'd their green Heads, and trembled as he ſpoke; 
The little Riv'lets paſs'd in Silence by, 
As if they were enamour'd with his Voice : 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n the ſweet Nightingale, and all the Birds 
Of the delightful Grove, dropt their ſoft Notes, 
To liſten to the ſofter Voice of Love, 
And the bleſt Hours paſs unperceiv'd away. 
ESKER CES © 
Curſe on the fatal Author of our Sorrows! 
Eternal Shame and ſelf-tormenting Guilt 
Diſtract his Soul, and prey upon his Heart! 
O that the righteous Hand of Providence 
Wou'd lead me to the Villain's lone Abode ; 
Where I might find him 'midft a thouſand bead, 
If poſſible, more dreadful than his Fears, 


r his black Conſcience can imagine Ha! 
U Diſcovering the Vizard, 


What ugly-featur'd Monſter grins upon me? 
And looks as terrible as though from Hell 
Twere ſent, to give me Tidings of my Fate. 


A Vizard! Death! It anſwers the Deſcription 


Leonora gave. Tis, muſt be the ſame, 
And in my Friend's —— nay then tis plain 


| Tye been abus d. 


SEMANDR 4 
Heav'n! What can this mean? 
T 

Is this then the Event of all his Friendſhip ! 
The yow'd Affection! The proteſted Love 
Which took ſuch hold of my believing Heart, 
That I too fondly thought my Peace was his. 
Secure in him, I cou'd defy my Fate, 
And patiently haye borne its heavieſt Burthen. 
F 4 SEMAN D RA. 


However ſtrange this Circumſtance may ſeem, 


Wha: worm themſelyes into the ſecret Heart, 
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JE 
Are you, Sir, tainted with Suſpicion too? 
O do not let that miſchicf-making Coward, - + 
That whiſp'ring Slave infe& your gen'rous Heart! 


Im ſure my Lord is guiltleſs. Come, be patient 
Theſe Clouds of Darkneſs will, I truſt, diſperſe, 
And, like the Sun, fair Truth ſhall ſhine pon us. 
%% ff 33 O- 

Poor Semandra ſtill wilt thou be deceiv d? 
Thy Love, thy Faith, is wonderful indeed, 
O that I cou'd be confident like thee! 
Cou'd ſtill enjoy this dear, this pleaſing Hope; 3 
That J have yet a Friend, one faithful Friend, 
Who takes me to his Heart, and pities me. 

S E MAN DR A. 

You have. You have. 

110 L AVE R T E . 

No. I have ſlept too long 
In the deep Trance of dull Security; "oy 
But now I wake, my Error is too plain, | 
It breaks like Thunder thro' a Cloud upon me, 
And I can doubt no more. O treach'rous World 
Haſt thou no Place uncurſt with Villainy ? 
None; where a Man may hide his Head from Wrong, 
And fake the little Thread of mortal Life, S124 
Secure from Knaves, from —_ Rogues, from 

Friends, 

From bake deceitſul Friends! T hoſe! gloſly Cankers 


With 
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With latent Purpoſe to deſtroy more ſurely ? 
But why, tame Fool! why do I waſte the Time, 
To Vengeance due, and to my injur'd Loye ? 
III fly, and with this Inſtrument of Luſt 
Confront this Friend, this mighty matchleſs Friend, 
Who in my Abſence dar'd to ſtrike ſo bravely, 
And ftretch his Conqueſt o'er a helpleſs Virgin. 
S E MAN DR 4 _ 
What wou'd you do? by Heaven ! by that bleſt 
Power 
Which ſhines, confeſt within the Soul of Artamon, 
And bids him ſcorn a Vice! Vou muſt not ſtir 
With ill Deſign againſt my Lord, my Life. 
Come, come, Sir, caſt away that Tool of Miſchief; 
It ſhall not witneſs to ſo baſe a Lie. 
Nay, bluſh to ſtruggle with a Woman, ſure. 
[ She throws away the Vizard. 


SCENE I. 


ARTAMON, SEMANDRA, LANERTES, 


ARTAMON. 
Confuſion ! Do I wake, 
Or has DiſtraCtion tainted my weak Brain ? 
My Friend! 
LENERTES. 
Ha! ; Se 
„„ 5 |, 
You ſtart. I haye ſurpriz d you, Sir. 
LANER- 
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 LANERTES 
Surpriz'd me! yes, with ſomething wonderful, 
A monſter curſt with ſuch a deadly Aſpect, 
That barely to behold it, chills my Blood ; 
Away, away with't, take it from my Eyes! 


A R TAMON. 
Ha! —— What? 


LANERT & 
A Villain! in a Shape ſo loathſome — 
IAR TAM O N. 
Where! ! nn Whom? 


LANERTE 8. 
Thy ſelf. 
| uf R TAM 0 N. 
No more! | 
[ They draw their Swords, N runs between 
them. 


SE MAN D RA. 
Mercy i mercy! _. To Lanertes- 
O turn on me that Inſtrument of Death! | 
My trembling Heart ſhall meet the Point with Joy, 
And bleſs thee dying, if my Lord is ſafe. 
It is not in thy Nature to be cruel, | To Artamon. 
O ſheath thy Sword! and look not ſo unkind, 
But hear me !—Hear me, Sir ! LZ Lanertes, 
LANKKRTAS 
Poor Innocent! 
*T were Force unmanly to reſiſt thy Tears; 
But by my Wrongs I will haye ample . . 
I will, thou falſe One! Smiling ſmooth Diſſembler! 
ART A- 
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LH ARTAMON. 

Vain Man! Altho' within the Dark I wander, 
And am unconſcious of the monſtrous Cauſe, | 
Why Thou, bove all Mankind, revil'ſt me thus; 
Yet I diſdain to bend to ask thee now; 

But from this Inſtant mark thee for my Foe. 
Be witneſs, Sir, I give you back that Joy, 
That Bauble Friendſhip, you ſo lately pledg d, 

And ſhake thee from my Heart ! my honeſt Soul 
| Too open for thy baſe deſigning Temper, 

Never ſhall hold Communion with thee more, 

But clear from my Remembrance, blot thee out ; 
Ungrateful as thou art! 

L ANERT 2 §. 

Vou brave it well! 

That ſteady Front, that haughty Inſolence 

Hath grac'd your Treachery : but do not think 
To ſcare me from my Purpole ; nay, you may frown, 
Stare till your Eyes ſhall burſt, I mind it not: 
Know, Artamon ! you have no fearful Boy, 

No Coward, ſpiritleſs and baſe to cope with; 

For, by my tortur'd Soul, by all my Hopes 

Of Peace in Heaven, on Earth, tis ruin'd by thee, 
I vow ! I twear! 

SEMANDRA 

Hold! hold! you may repent | 
'This raſh Proceeding. O that ſome God wou'd dart 
One Ray of Truth thro' this amazing Gloom ! 
On prompt my Tongue with — divine, 


'That 


— 
OE ——— — 
- 
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That I might reconcile this fatal Breach, 


And win his Heart to Priendſhip, and to Love ! 
My Artamon! my Lord: I have a Right, 
A Right which Juſtice gives me to be heard, 
Tl not preſume to ask it of thy Love; 
I cannot now, thou'ſt ta en that Gem away, 
And left me poor indeed. 
ARTAMON, 
I ſhall go mad 


Why am I mock'd? What! like the Crocodile, 


With Tears betray me? 
_ S$SEMANDRA. 
My Lord? 1 
ART AMON. 
Nay, not much. 
1 am in Pain, that's all. 
SEMANDRA. 
O thou unkind One ! | 


Art thou quite reſfoly'd to caſt me from thee ? 


Perhaps I am thy Burthen, kill me then; 
But do not let me linger on the Rack. 
I cannot bear thy Scorn, tis dreadful to me, 


And ſtrikes a Damp more cold upon 0 Heart, | 


Than Death it fel 
ART AMO N. 
But haſt thou not deceiy'd me ? 


Shield me, ye Angels, with that bleſſed Hope ! 


Tho' light as Air, it flies from my Embrace, 


It gives at leaſt an Interval from Pain, 
And wluſpers Comfort to my anxious Soul, 


Still | 
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Still doſt thou weep ?— Then, Manhood, thou art 
caught ! 
That cryftal Current overwhelms my Strength, 
It finds an eaſy Channel to my Heart, 
And bears my ſtubborn Nature far away. 
Sure I am weaker than a ſimple Babe, | 
That pricks its Finger with the Roſe's Thorn, 
Sceing it fparkle with a Drop of Dew. 
SEMANDR A. 

Be witneſs, Heaven, I have never deceiv'd, 
Nor fin'd in Thought againſt thee! My dear Delight 
Has been tobey thy Will, my fondeſt Hope 
Long to preſerve thee mine. Then yet return! 
With open Arms, with open Heart I'll meet 
The ſole Contentment of my Life, thy Love. 

ARTAMON. 

Suſpicion hence! I give thee to the Air; 
Thou cruel unrelenting Fiend, away ! 

Come to my Breaft, my guardian Angel, come ! 

And hover o'er me with the Wings of Peace. 

O welcome! Dearly welcome to thy Home! 

Here fix for ever, and poſſeſs my Heart 
SEMANDRA. 

Then am I bleft indeed ! Indulgent Heaven ! 

Iwill not ask thee how I have tranſgreſs d! 

And why thy Heart has been eſtrang d ſo long: 

Jo find the little Wand' rer thus return d, 

The bleſt Aſſurance that I hold thee . 

O'crpays the Grief, the Anguiſh T've endur d, 

And my abounding Soul can wiſh no more. 
"WA ART A. 
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| ARTAMON. | 
Why, what a Slave to Paſſion have I been ! 
How blind to Truth! that I ſhou'd once miſtruſt 
One tainted Thought cou'd eyer dwell in thee. 
I did ſuſpect, my Love, O baſe Suſpicion ! 
That thou did even to my Father charge me, 
With ſuch a Villany! It ſhocks my Memory 
Barely to think on't. Prithee forgive me? 
Can'ſt thou forgive ſo baſe, ſo mean a Wrong, 
And dearly loye me, as if Nought had happen d? 
S E MA N D K A. | 
1 can, and do. 
1 7 AMON. 
I thank thee from my Heart! 
Then the rough Voyage of my Care is over ; 
I've gain'd the Port, and Happineſs is mine; 
[ Looking earneſtly at Lanertes 


Yet there 1s wanting 
| SEMAND R A. 
| Spear! = 
ARTAMON. 
I had forgot. 1 
88 come, my Love! | 
LANERTES. 


Stay, Sir! 
I myſt be ſatisfy d. 
A R * M 0 N. 
You ſhall, 


C:$-Z MA N D R A. — 
Ala! Wou'd J con'd ſee you Friends agfin 
A thouſand frightfal Fears diſturb my Heart, 


11 
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It trembles for thy Safety. _ | 
ART A M ON. 
No more, my Life. | 
Thank Heav'n, no guilty T houghts reproach my 
_ Conſcience | 
My Guard is Innocence, well arm d with that, 
His Threats of Vengeance on my Head are yain. 
I dare defy the bold accuſing World, | 
Smile at the gath'ring Lie, and ſcorn it all. 
This Place offends me. Let s be gone 
[To Lanertes. 


Farewell! 38; | 
I will be ſure: to think on't. 


8 0 E N E III. 


Bo 0 NE R 2 §. 
Why, thus it is! 
When Fate has ſingled out a Wretch for Ruin, 
Mankind, like Dive: ſhall butt him from the Herd 
Where he was your d in his proſp'rous Hour, 
And turn him looſe to the devouring Pack. 
Good God! Theſe Injuries will fink me down; 
This Weight 'of Faſhood cruſhes me to Earth. 
Fool that T was to put my Truſt in him! 
Or look for Faith in any humane Shape: 
Better I'd been a Brute t have ſhun'd Mankind, 
Funted for Food, and churliſhly have kept 
The Morſel piv'n by Nature to my ſelf; 
Th'are wiſe enough to place their whole Deſires 
In their own Breafts, and cannot be deceiv d. 


SCENE 
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And ſaw you hot. 
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SCENE 1V. 


CERON,. LANERTES. 


e CERON. © | 
MyP Friend! My Boy s Friend too: 1 was in Trete, 


LANERTES. 99 
No, I renounce all Friendſhi > 


The very Name is baneful to my Ear; 


But, þ <A all, the Friendſhip o* your Bon 


I do abhor, deteſt it utterly ! 


There's not a Serpent with his forked Sting, 


A Toad that ſucks the Poiſon of the EFatth, 
But what is fair to him: O damn his Friendſhip! 


CERON. 


You might a at leaſt have ſpar d your Curſes, Sir, 


And not have ſtruck my Ear with boiſt rous . 


* 9 — " 
. W 
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mn — * 5 


| LANERTES. 
O the CR Vanity of doting Age! wy 
What! is in thee ſhou'd ſtrixe me with ſuch Awe! oo 
Such reverential Fear that at thy Sigt 
The Paſſions of the Soul ſhou d ll be calm, 
And the chaf d Heart muſt skulk behind its Rage. 
Can you command the Billows not to ſwell, 
Or huſh a. Whirlwind into Peace with Looks? 

CC. ER ON. 20 
— Boy! You haye forgo we, LO 
There was 1 Time—— 1 

N LANERTES, VAT 
hat of chat Time? 2 
118 5 
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 'C&RON.. 


No matter. 

Dogs loye the Hand which reaches out their F ood, 

And will remember Benefits conferr'd ; 

But ſordid treach'rous Men, thoſe Brutes of Reaſon, 

Shall fawn indeed to ſerye Gme liſh End, 

And when their glut'nous Appetites are gorg'd, 

With grumbling Diſcontent they'll turn away, 

Or fly directly in the Face of Bounty. 
LANERTES. 

I ſtand reproy'd, you've done me Services, 

Deny ing it were baſe. 

CERO N. 

And yet you do. 
LANERTES. 

N o, I confeſs it with a thankful Heart. 
Curſe on the Man who dares to be ungrateful ! 
My Indignation riſes at that Crime, 

As far the fouleſt in the Lifts of Vice. 
CERON. 
Why did you moye my Temper to upbraid you? ? 
LANERTES. 

Why am I mad? Why does the Tempeſt roar ? 

Why is my feeble Bark thus toſs'd about? 
Why daſh'd upon the Rocks ? | 
CERON. 
I know you have a Cauſe, a ſad one too! 
That your impatient Heart is big with Rage ; 
But ſhou'd the Storm be thunder d at my Head ; 
What have I done ? ; 


| LANER- 
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Y LANERTES. 


My Paſſion is to blame, 
I'm ſorry for't. 
3 CERON. TTY nf 
1 Enough! What of my Son? How apt 54 
| + LANERTES. , ſro? 


| | Pray haye a Care! T cannot bear that Thou e, 
It works within my Head, and turns my __ c ; © 

The deſp rate Madneſs is contagious too; 

I muſt be gone, or you will catch its Fury. 

q Poor good old Man! Il] can you bear the Shock, 

o Twill make you curſe your Age, and bring at once 

Your hoary Hairs with Sorrow to _ 6 Grave. 


\ 
5 a 
"A 
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| 'CERON. | 
Stay! Give me all! Speak out * dreadful Fate! 
I ſee my Fate is arm'd, ſhe ſtands prepar d, 
To empty all her e on my Head, 
And I muſt fall beneath the heavieſt Blow, 
That ever Mortal felt. 


15 c E N E VI. 


SEMANDR 4, ARTAMON, CEROX: 
| SEMANDRA. DX 7 
My Lord! 1 my Father! 
85 «frog a Treaſure I have brought pon Arms, 
The dear © of venerable Age. 1 77 
36 The 
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T he Bleſfini of your Life, your Artamon. 
| CERON. 
Rather the Curſe, the Minifter of f Grief 
To my old Age! the Robber of my Life! 
The bold Aſſaſſin who preſumes to ſeize 


The Work of Nature from her gentle Hand, 
Aud ſpurn me down to an untimely Grave 


ART AMO N. 

Still doth this Jealouſy inflame your Breaſt? 
This Canker Doubt till prey upon your Heart? 
For your own Sake be not tormented thus, 

| Make not your Life thus wretched by Surmiſe 
But be reſolv'd, be ſatisfy d at once N 
Brand me with Guilt, bereave me of, your Love, 
And caſt me out to Miſery and Want. : 
By all the Gods! I'd rather heg my Bread, 
Driv'n from your Sight; and wander up and dos, 

Loaded with Infamy, and vile Contempt, 
Than be the Cauſe of this uneaſy State, i 
Theſe freſh Sulpicions, theſe perpetual Fears. 

7 GRO New: vim; F 

| What, caſt thee out to Miſery ol Want! | 
Who never wander'd from thy Father's Sight. 
Health, Eaſe and Plenty yet have bleſs d thy Days, 
And all thy Life has been one rich Repaſt; 
Can you then thao of dearing Poverty? 
Why not? the *. may be bleſt with Heath, 
And are, much oſt ner than the pamper'd Rich; 
The Hand of N ature ever is unbrib d,. 
1 The 
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The Sun with equal Glory ſhines on all, 

Theſe ſee the Beauties of the blooming Year, 
Taſte Herband Fruit, and Water ſweet from Heav'n. 

Theſe ſmell the Fragrance of the flow ry Field, 

Hear gentle Muſick from the warbling Choir, 

And feel the Thrills, the ſweet . of _ 
Then, what is Poverty ? F 
CERON. 

A Curſe thou ne'er ſhalt 10 00 1 
If all the Treaſure of my labour'd Life can fave thee! 


It is impoſſible that loathſome Guilt 
[ | Looking earneſtly on zin. 


Shou'd cheat the World with ſuch a lovely Aſpect: 
No, there's an inward Fear torments the > 
A Terror working in the Villain's Soul, 

Which, ſpite of all the Art of ſmiling Lyes, 

Shall ſteal. into the Face with ſneaking Grin, 

And ſcowl upon the Brow; but gaze at him, 

Evincing Truth ſits graceful on his Front, 

And ſpreads the Light of all her Glory round. 

My Boy, come near! O what a World is this, 

That patient Modeſty muſt kiſs the Rod, 

And groan beneath the Laſh of ſcourging Fame? ? 
SEMANDARA © - 

Alas! dear Sir, the Love you bear your 806, 

The Fondneſs of your Paſſion kills your Quiet, 

It ebbg and flows a never-ceaſing Tide; 

A while you are diſtreſs'd with Doubts and Fears, 

And all your Mind is blown i into a n 1 

0 . J Then 
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Then preſently ſucceeds a gentle Calm, 
And Doubts give way to your paternal Love; 
But ſoon perhaps the pleaſing Scene will change, 
And . Doubt torment your Breaſt again. 

oe | 
1 thought, Tad clear d my ſelf of your late Chap, 
Which touch'd my Heart fo near, and that my 

Word 
Was favour'd with Belief: if aught remains, 
Spare not to ſpeak ; I am prepar'd to anſwer. 
2 GC: RON 
O Artamon | I love thee more than Life; 
Or what is dearer to my With than Life, 
The fair Opinion of all virtuous Men. 
 ARTAHAMOW: 
I know, I know it well; and if T thought 

Ingratitude cou'd e er infect my Blood, 
I'd ſtab my Heart, to let the Poiſon out. 
My Lord, my Lord, no more of this Miſtruſt! 
Is there a Villain falſe or baſe enough 
To ſhock your Peace with theſe alarming Fears? 
Point out the Wretch, that I may fly for Juſtice. 


CEE OFN: 
Thou haſt been wrong d, moſt vilely wrong d. 
ART AMO N. 
By wht ? 
| | CER 0 N. 
The Man T've long miſtaken for thy Friend. 
. ART AMON 
Lanertes! 


r 
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CE RON. $ 
I cannot well forgive him for't | 
He bluſter'd out his Rage in Terms ſo rude. 
ART AMON.” 
Irreyerent Slave! What cou'd he dare to fay? ? 
' "CE RON: 
With Scorn, with Deteſtation ſpoke of you, 
And curs'd you to my Face. 
ARTAMO N. 
Voain are his Curſes ! 
By me, they pals like common Air, unheeded: 
But for the Pains h; as took to taint your Love, 
To rob me of that Bleſſing ; may his worſt Curſe 
This Inſtant ſeize me! 
SEMAND R A. 
My Lord | My dear Lord; 
O ſtrengthen not the Rage of Civil War, 
By adding Fuel to the ruinous Fire! 
Forgive the wild Diſtemper of your Friend, 
And think upon the Anguiſh of his Heart. 
| COR TAO > - 
Forgive him J | 
4 SE AUM D A A. 
Yes, no doubt Was been deceiy'd, 
Bewild'ring Fate is buſy with your Loves, 
And ſpreads a Miſt before the Eye of T ruth; j 
But 1 belie ve him yet to be your Friend. 
AR TAO N 5 
Thou can'ſt not mean it! 


SE. 


N 
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SEMANDR A. 
Much he has been to blame; 
But thou haſt Pity to be wrought upon, 
Then caſt it in the Scale againſt his Failing ! 
Conſider, tis Oppreſſion makes Men mad, 
And that he feels beyond a Mortal's Share. 
Poor Leonora. 
ART AMO N. 
Alas! how is't with her? 
_ _SEMANDRA. 
Like Charity, in Tears for other's Pain, 

While ſhe forgets her own. Thy Friend's Diſtreſs 
Takes up her lab'ring T ann ſhe bleeds for him. 
C KER ON. 

Ah, Daughter! there's the Spring o of ai my 
Sorrow; 
From Leonora's Wrong ariſe my Fears, | 
Which, when my Son is abſent, quite diſtract me; 
But in his Preſence ey'ry Phantom flies, 
For conſcious Virtue ſparkles in his Eyes. 


ACT ST. 0 
Garden belonging to Ceron's Houſe. 
„ 
Tyrant Love! Why wilt thou urge me thus 
To bend and bow? Thus vilely to ſubmit. 
Beneath the Pride, the Dignity of Woman ? 
What 


66 The Fatal Retirement. 
What can I do? In ſpite of my Reſolves, 
I rave, I burn, I dote upon this Wretch, 
This taſteleſs Artamon While he, O Torture? 
As if my Eyes were deadly Baſilis ks, 

And darted Poiſon whereſoe er they gaz d, 

Deteſts and ſhuns my Preſence. Fool, — he lr 

What heavy Curſe he pulls upon his Head, 

| Who ſcorns the Tender of a Woman's Love? 
Down, ſwelling Heart! Here comes the Supple- 

ment | 
To his dull being Soul, his Wiſe. 
Hold -—- let me think! She ſtands within my 
7,  —— Ros 

And bars = Hope; that Obſtacle remov d, 

I may, perhaps, yet win him to my Love. 

--» Tis great! — It ſhall be ſo. | Drops a Dagger. 


NE 
SABI4, SEMANDR 2. 
| "SEMANDRA _- 
Was ever Love ſo reſtleſs, and ſo fond 
As mine? A Moment's Abſence from my Lord 
Undoes my Peace. I'm ſick of ey'ry Object, 
No Sight can pleaſe my Eye, no Sound my Ear; 
But all things vaniſh in Confuſion by, 
And leave the Faculties of Senſe unmoy'd. 
n 
O, flay not, Madam | fly this hated Place, 
Left you behold the moſt unhallow'd Sight 


That ever ftruck the weeping Eye of Love 
1 SEMAN- 
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SEMANDR A. 12875 


What do you mean? Your fatal Words diſtradt 1 me! 


SAB IA. : 

"Tis Death to tell you . yet you cul be told. 
Your dear loy'd Lord, the Guardian of your * 
The Treaſure of your Soul, is 


SE MAN D RA. 


- 


A ! 
| SABIA 
Dead. 
5E NM A N D 4 
O! hover o'er me with your facred Wings, 
Ye Angels! ſave me, ſhield me from that Blow ! 
Ha! What ſaid you ? —— ſpeax!⁊ã 
 -— OOMSLSE FF 
No more — Eternal Silence on my Tongue ! * 
I've ſtruck your Heart already. 
f SEMANDRA. 
Go on, go on, 
And ftrike me with 8 Death ! ! 
What, is my Husband murder'd? butcher'd ? lay ! 
Be quick, and fink me to the Earth for ever! 
SABI 4. 
Unhappy Lady! By Heav'n, 1 bleed for you |! 
O, what a Life of Sorrow muſt you bear! 
Tl he ſhining World cannot atone your Lok; 
So well you loy'd your dear departed Lord; 
But, from my Soul, I do believe him guikleſd: 
And yet by his own Hand I fear he fell; 
Perhaps by Villains murder'd, — ſtir no further! 


The 
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The horrid Sight will blaſt you. 
, |  SEMANDR A. 
Blaſt me, indeed ! . 
Nuvet me, nail me to this Spot of Earth 
And let my Eyes be ſtruck with inſtant Blindneſs ! ! 
Rather than ſee the fatal Object. Murder d! 
— Mercy ! What means this Inſtrument of Death ? 
| [ She takes up the Sheer. 
_ SABI A. 
What wou'd you? Hold! Spare, ſpare thy precious 
LR! - 
| 8 SE MAN D R A. 


| Ha! — 7 
F 
Deſtruction on me !. I have loſt my Aim. 
This Artifice was weak. She ſees my Purpoſe. 


C. N E III. 
ARTAMON, SEMANDR M, SABIA. 
: ARTAMON. © 
My Life! my Soul! the Hoſt of Heav'n defend 
| ' thee! —_ 
What means this Violence ? Colt to my Heart! 
My trembling Angel, tell me! 
S EMAND R A. 
Oh I cannot. 
Take me to thy Boſom !—ſtay, let me gaze! 
O Miracle of Joy! To ſee you live, 
To hold you thus, is ſuch unlook d- for Tranſport, 
Tis never to be utter d. I cannot ſpeak. it. 
2 y Eyes muſt tell you.— Look on me |! 
a SABIA 
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SABI A. 
Perdition catch her! How ſhe feaſts upom him! 


Plagues, Evil, Leproſy conſume her Charms, 
And make her hateful to his Eyes ! — Confuſion! 


ARTAMON. 
2 thou ſhameleſs, and abandon'd Woman 
Cou'd nothing ſatisfy thy deadly Rage 
But the Deſtruction of ſuch heay'nly Beauty? 
Let us, my Love, avoid this hated Wretch ; 
Her vile ibidineus Breath will taint the Air, 
And blaſt * gentle Bloom. 


8 A. 
SABIA. 
Hell! Hell! Icannot bear this Shame, this Inſult! 
Quick let me fly, and bury my Diſgrace 
In ſome vile Gloom, where human Shape ne'er 
15 enter d! 
There hide my Head with thick envenom'd Weeds; 
There feed the Phrenſy of my tortur'd Soul, 
Till my Brain burſt with Madneſs and Deſpair. 


JJ 
P RAVA MOR, AR CAN O. 
P RA VAM OR. 
How ! Ts it poſſible they ſhou'd ſuſpect us? 


Why, this it is to truſt a brave Man's Heart 


With Slaves to Conſcience, Fools, who think by 


halves, 
And frame a Difference twixt Vice and Virtue. 
K You 
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You wear Diſſimulation badly, Friend. 
I haye obſerv d, fince you have known this Buſineſs 

Afrightful Horror ſit upon your Face; 
© You wrap yourſelf in Thought, and fold your Arms 
You ſtare amaz d, now ſigh, and gaze to Heavn; 
Then drop your Eyes, and fix them on the Ground; 
Anon you move, ſtop ſhort, look back, then fart, | 
As if your Shadow was a hungry Lion ! ! 

| ARCANO. 1 
If your Opinion holds me for that Slave, 
That tim'rous Wretch your Droltery deſcribes ; 
Why did you make me Partner of your Crimes, 

And load my Soul with ſuch a monſtrous Burthen ? 
| P RAV A M OR. 

Ha, ha, ha! . 
Vou are not angry, ſure; come, come, you know 
That each of us hath Power to blab ſtrange Tales 
From out the other's Heart ; we're therefore bound 
By dear lov'd Int'reft, Nature's, ſtrongeſt Tie, 

Ae cannot break our Truſt. Yet do I fear him. 
[ A/rde, 
They lay, my Friend, you Te grown a Penitent, 
Much sir 'n to Pray' r of late: it cannot be 
ARCANO. 
Why, do you think it bootleſs? 
P R AVA MOR. 

Ves, by my Soul ! 

Where's the Reward ? you cannot ay, on Earth: 
And for the Bleſſing of an airy Paradiſe, 


1 heartily diſclaim the * Boon 
And 
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And will purſue my Hope. 


ARC ANO. 
Of what? . 
V3 PRAV AMOR. 
Revenge. | 
A R CAN 0. 
1 fear you've gone too far. 
PRAV AMOR. 
ny doſt thou fear ? | | 
ARCANO. 
Did you not mark when Leonora paſs d, 
As now we met, how angrily ſhe frown'd ? 
Nay, I obſery'd, that like a gentle Flower, 
Struck on a ſudden with a killing Blaſt, 
She wither'd pale, and ſhudder'd at your Sight. 
I am afraid ſhe overheard our Conference: 
We've been too loud, and have betray d ourſel ves. 
PRAY AMOR. 
Say ſt thou! But ſee, ſhe comes; III ſiſt her cloſe, 
And if I find Suſpicion at her Heart, 
Tis but to ſtrike, and lay the Babler dead. 


8G WW 


PRAV AMOR, ARCANO, LEONORA. 
| L E ON ORA. 
Save me Heaven! where ſhall I fly? 
P RAV AMOR. 
Stay, Madam! 
LEON 0 R 4. 
Away, away, thou fatal Wretch! repent, 
ET ——_ And 
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And leave me to myſelf. 
 PRAV AMOR. 
Repent! Of what ? \ 
Why that ungentle Frown ? Why does that Eye, 
That ſhining Star, which o'er the World _— 
Diſpenſe it's Influence fo unkind on me? 
LEONOR-A. 
Think not to ſooth me, hated Paraſite ! 
For, thanks to Heaven! I know thy guilty Soul; 
Thou art the cruel Cauſe of all my Wrongs, 
The Murderer of my Peace. Gracious Heaven! 
Bear me, O bear me, in a Whirlwind far, 
Far from the tainted Air this Villain breathes ! 
His N Look is Death! | 
PRAVAMOR,. 
Why am I thus upbraided ? 
Who dar'd to forge a Falſity fo vile? 
TD LEON RA 
| 0 matchleſs Villany 
Yourſelf; your babling e told it all: 
That horrid Fiend, which never ſleeps in Peace, 
But, like a Wizard, mutters to itſelf 
T he dark Employment of the guilty Mind : 
Or eyer buſy d, in infernal Talk 5 
With ſome attending Devil, a Friend to Vice, 
Till frighted Echo has receiv the Tale, 
And tells it to the World. | 
 PRAVAMO R. 
1 ! we've been etch , , dog by the 
WW X 
Sho 
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She has been hanging out her curious Ear, 

To catch our private Conſerence. Tis well! 

This Office, Madam, you have dearly purchas d. 


III ſpoil your itching Tongue, its tatling Trade, 
And at your Heart will ſtab the pilfer'd Secret. 


LO 
0 do not kill me ! — Hold! 
i SWELL ©. 
Be quick ! Diſpatch ! 
Hiſt! Hiſt! What Noiſe is that? hold ! — make 
| haſte ! hark! 


P R AV AMOR. 

Nay, nay, no Strugling Hal What means my 
By Hell it ſhrinks! Fooliſh Remorſe, [ Arm? 
Avaunt!—ftil! why, what I with Conſcience? 

LEON OX A. 

Come, Sir, my Fears are fled. I am prepar'd, 
And ſorry for the Weakneſs of my Nature; 

Here, ftrike, ſtrike home! methinks J ſhou'd not live 
Thus wretched as I am, you've made me 9; 
And it is Charity to give me Death. 


P RAY AMOR. 
Take your Requeſt 
[ He preſſes her to the Stage Door, from the Abt 
of 2 Audience, and ſiabs her. 


LE ONO RA 
Mercy ! — Forgive him Heaven 
PRAV AMOR. 
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SCENE VIL 
LEONOR 4, LANERTES. 


LANERT E S. 
My Love! My Leonora 
O Horror! Horror! Who has done this Deed? 
Look up, my Life! my Angel! quickly tell me! 
Say, Who has done this barb'rous damning Deed ? 
"Ri = 2 CN CR 
Be patient ! 
 LANERTES. 
Patient! Thy precious Blood flows faſt. 
Give me to know the Author of this Ruin, 
Or ſee me fall this Inſtant at thy Feet. 
i LE ONO RA. 
Hold ! I well tell you. 
„ WANERTES. 
Who? Who? 
LEONORA. 
Pravamor. 
That barb'rous Villain counſel'd by Arcano, 
His vile Accomplice, and infernal Friend, 


Has been the Cauſe of all the Wrongs I've ſuffer d: 


He was the fell Deſtroyer of my Honour, 
And now has rob'd me of my Life. Tis he, 
Tis he that tears me from > & faithful Heart, 
And veils thy Image from my Sight for ever. 
|  LANERTES, 
O execrable Guilt! Inhuman Monſter ! 
_ LED-> 
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LE ONO RA. 3 

Be not too raſh! —— 

Alas! I feel the clay ie Hand of Death 

Is cold upon my Heart. Come nearer to me 

T am afraid that many buſy Tongues 

Will tell my Tale unfairly to the World. 

Be kind, will you be kind unto my Memory, 

And ſuffer not my Fame to be abus'd ? 
LANERTES. 

Pray, do not talk thus! I ſhall ſtart to Madneſs. 

What can I do for thee? Where fly for Help? 

- Oh, ſpeak to me ! - You muſt not, ſhall not die! 
LE O. N O R A. 

That 1 have loy'd thee, 

Witneſs thoſe guardian Angels, 0 I hope, 

Are at this Inſtant ready to take Charge 

Of my departing Soul. Be not diſtreſs d 

Think of the Time we might have liv'd as paſt. 

Had Fate allotted us a thouſand Years, 

We muſt have parted ftill ; and yet I with,. 

I cou'd have ſtaid a little longer with you! 

But, Oh Diſhonour to my Memory 

It was not fit that 1. I faint! 

Oy mercy Heaven! Farewel for ever! LU” 

AN. 

My Lite, my Love, ſtay but a Moment for me! 

She's gone! A dewy Damp hangs on her Check, 

She's cold, cold and | dead — what remains 

For me, for me the verieſt Wretch on Earth? 

O 3 me v. one thou dear, dear Sai : 


\ 
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And bleſs my ſighing Soul. -It will not be 
And ſhall I never, never ſee thee more? 
Diſtreſſed direful Thought! I cannot bear it! 
Oh, let me preſs thee. to my Boſom cloſe! 


Cloſe, cloſe, that we may make one common Clay, 
And die as we have liv'd, in Heart and Soul en 


E Nen VIII. 


LANE RTE 5, ART AMON. 
 _ARTAMON. 
What means this melancholy Noiſe ? Lanertes : / 
LANERTES. 
Ay, if thou ſeek'ſt that wretched Being, whom 
Heaven, 
Whom Farth and Hell have all confpir'd to curſe, 
Behold him here. 
| ARTAM 0 N. 

Oh miſerable Sight! 
You've done me Wrong, Lanertes, and my Mind 
Was fir d with juſt Reſentment; but this Scene 
Hath chang'd the vengeful Purpoſe of my Heart, 
And melts it into Grief. 

LAN Ss T E S. 

O Artamon / . 4 
My Friend! I bluſh to call thee by that Name, 
With Shame I muſt confeſs, I've done thee Wrong; 
But if thou meditatꝰſt Revenge, look here, 
And ſatisfy thy ſelf to ſee me fallen 
Into the loweſt Depth of human Miſery. 
For I have loſt the Treaſure of my Heart, 
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My Soul's beſt only Joy, my Leonora 
ART AMO N. 
There thou art try d indeed: What Eye fo hard, 
So full of ſtern unfeeling Cruelty, 
That cou'd refuſe a Tear? My Friend ! my Friend! 
I cannot ſee you thus. T've learnt the Cauſe 
Of your late Error, and forgive the Wrong; 
Nay, I forget it all, and my fond Heart 
Bleeds to be recomplli 
LANE X T E $. 
*Tis Charity indeed. 2 
2 Thanks | [They embrace 
| ARTA MON. 
Say, how has Fate thus croſs'd your Led 
And how n ſo direful an Event? 
| LANERTES. 
How! | Howl? vn !: 
Why Heaven ſlept, and Juſtice 4 the F 
While Innocence, the faireſt in the World, 
Was left to be cut off, daſh'd to the Earth, 
And baſely periſh by a Villain's Hand, 
If this muſt be, where is your Juſtice, Gods ? 
O Vartae! Virtue! Where is your Reward ? 7 
7 MORT ADNON.- 1 11 1H 
Fear not, the Hand of Heaven, tho ſlow to firike, 
Is reſolutely juſt. Strive to be calm; 
And when this cruel Storm is ovartlowt 
That Reaſon may have Harbour in thy Mind, 
Pu yo my Arm, my Heart in EF Revenge. 


+. LANERTES. 


8 4 LF 


Oh no! Stand'd@1:1 vill; 1 will be Geli! 


* 
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LANERT'ES. 
Away then! From this miſerable Hour 
Let ev'ry Thought be abſent from my Soul, 
But horrible Revenge? We'll lay a Scene ele 
Of Blood, my Friend, which ſhall amaze the World, 


: A: Peace ſhall be frighted from her filent Seat, 


And never ſettle upon Earth again. [farewel! ! 
— Yet ſtay; one Look —Thou dear, OI; 
It is impoſſible! I cannot move, | 
My Soul is here, *tis lodg'd in this loy'd Clay, 


And will not have its Manſion. -'Soft1 She breathes. 
By Heaven her Lip is red, and warm with Life! 


O Ecſtaſy ! The Gods are merciful, [ mine, 
And will reſtore her to me! She's mine, the” 8 
J feel her Heart incorporate with mine, 
Tis faſt entwin'd, tis lock d within my Boſom. 
Now, I defy the Malice of my Fate, 
Nor Time, nor Death ſhall ever part us more. 
ART AN O N. | * 
Alas! you'll work yourſelf into a Phrenzy: | 
Your Words are wild, they ftart' from Senſe ua 
2411, IN ERT RS: H - 
Why, is the dead! And ſhall I bear to lire, 
Stretch d on the Rack of horrible Deſpair, 
And ſlow ly howl away my hated Liſe ! 
Hark, Sir! ſhe calls. I come, ſweet Saint! — Nay 
then, Offers to lab himſelf, Art. diſarms him. 
Tl find a way, theſe Hands ſhall dig my Gras. I 
T'll tear the Bowels of the Earth aſunder, | 


And nlunge at once into the dreadful Gulph ! 


1D TaMON. 
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7; ARTAMON. * 407 
 Bortify his Heart with Patience, Heayen! 


8 G EN E — . 


LANERT ES, ARTAMON, CE RON 
aud Attendants. 
CZE R O N. 
My Son! my Son | E. 
Why wilt thou leave us to our 8 thus? 
The poor Smandra cannot brook this Abſence; 
Fler tender Heart will break for thy Delay. 
Alas! What new Calamity is here ? 
ARTAMON. 

Dans Sir! enquire not now; tis a curſt Hour, 
And Fate has work'd Deſtrution to the virtuous, 
Remove this mournful Object from his Sight. 

Io the Attendants. 
Help me to raiſe him, Sir. Dear Friend, look up, 
And do not give a Looſe to this Diftreſs! 
'Tis Artamon, your faithful yalu'd Friend! 
LANERT 2 S, 
Where's Leonora v 
ARTAMO N. 
Cleave not to that Thought 
LANERTES. : 

Well, LI endeayour to be ſomething patient? 
But can it be that I ſhou'd quite forget her? 
Indeed when Madneſs has deſtroy d my le. | 
As ſoon it will do, I may then forget N 
My FROG my ſelß and her, and all 1 the World: f 
L 2 But 


- - — —B — od, amor — 


90 We Fatal Retirement. 


But while I have a Senſe of our Misfortune, 


Think how we lov'd, and might have liv d — 


Ny heart will neyer let me be at Reſt; 


But ſilent ſhall I fit the painful Hours, 
Weep o'er the dear Remembrance of her Name, 
And 1 in unnutterable Sorrow waſte my Life. 
ARTAM O N. 
No, Jou muſt live, and for a nobler Purpoſe ! 
- DAMN. | 
Ha! What a Power has Grief to ſink the Heart! 
I had _ Revenge ! Revenge 40005. 


SCENE. > 
CERON. 


Be merciful, good Heaven ! Where will this end ? 


Ts og $9.4 E Xl. 
CERON, SEMANDR 4. 
-SEMANDRA ' © 
My Father, know you not of my Lord, my Love: f 
I can no longer bear this doubtful State; 


Like one who labours in ſome frightful Dream, 
J ftart, and tremble at I know not what. 


Juſt Heaven, appeaſe this Tempeſt of my Soul! 
Loet me yet find a Harbour in his Breaſt, = 


And be reſtor d into the Calm of Life! 1 


let th Mercy Ame to the Grave © 
* * C 
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CE RON. 
Ages of Peace and Bleſſings Amlay d 
Are yet in Store, I hope, to crown your 3 
And make Amends for all your Trouble paſt. 
We have been loſt within the Maze of Fate, 
In dreadful Darkneſs wander d up and down, 
And with ſevere Calamity been try'd : | 
But now, methinks, my Sorrows are aſſuag d; 
A friendly Ray of Light breaks thro the Gloom | 
And ſhines upon my Heart. 
SEMANDRA. 
Where i is my Lord? 


| 4 Noiſe of a Skirmiſh is beard at 4 Difance = 


Artamon behind the Scenes. 
Seize him ! ftab him ! Tear out the Villain's Heart! 
 _SEMANDRA. | 

Ha ! Was not that his Voice ? 


S RN NE. 
CERON,SEMANDRA, ARTAMON; 


and LANE RTE & dragging in 
P RAV AMOR. 


LANERTES. 
Thank Heav'n, thou'rt given to my juſt Revenge! 
Thou barb'rous, bloody and inhuman Monſter ! 
O tell me, why, why is this Ruin thine ? 
But Tl not parle a Moment with ſuch Guilt, 
Down, down to Hell, thou execrable Villain ! 


And howl for eyer in the =. Gulph. 
oF [tabs him 
PRAVAMOR: 
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PRAYAMOR. 
0 Curſe upon my Fate! Im cruſh'd& to Ear 
Is this the End of my aſpiring Life? 
The great Ambition of my boundleſs Soul? 
Thus to be hunted, by a Dog, to Death! 
Deteſted, "grinding Thought! Hate, haſte, black 
SER Night, 19 | 
And wrap me in eternal Shade i—Ha! I faint, 
| I fall, I periſh, —Deetht 1 1  Hortor, and Deſpair ! WA 
J co 
| £ A T ERTES. 
Blaſphemous Villain! --- were it poſſible | 
That all the Souls Deſire, the glorious Hope 
To reach Eternity, were giy'n in vain, 
This Inſtant wou'd I'ruſh upon my Fate, 
And caſt the Burthen of my Life away : 
But oh! there is, Tam pied to think it, 
There is a World, where Guilt ſhall damn the Mind, 
And conſcious Virtue find eternal Peace, : 
Then will L live e en wretched as Lam, 
And bravely ſuffer till the righteous Gods .. 
In "wy tomy Sorrows ſhall relieye me. 
* » ARTAMON.- h 
My Friend! my Friegd!. you re gloriouſly reveng 'd; 
7 Heaven will approye and ſanctify the Deed. 
öͤ R 
But bam ane that ſinoorh Villain, ſcapd? ae 
| No; he perils by 3 Hand 
a hat (ops Fiend, whoſe monſtrous Guilt 
XN * \ R. 1 by He 


= 
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He dar'd, at length, t upbraid.— My Love !-. 
my Father! 

I ſee, Amazement ſtrikes your gentle N ature. 

Let us retire from this accurſed Place ; 

And, at your Leiſure, Fll'unfold this Villany. 

[To . Droop not, my W But bravely 
Andergo 
This laſt ſad Trial of nn Woe: 
Diftreſs to Virtue, is like Shade to Light, 

It ſhews the Picture ſtronger to the Sight. 
Were human Life without Alloy of Pain, 
Courage were uſeleſs, and ey'n Virtue vain. 


x 


1 5 * 1 1. 0 — ES. 


. - od af WS - 


* Spoken by Mrs. 2 LI E. 
7 AY; Butt Dg mean to t them rout the ; 

For want of one ſmart Word « or two to ? = a 1 
"Welt, Sirs, Your Tudement'! Ts it vretched an # 3 A 
'T think, and Im a Fudge, "tis well aden pa L er! 
But harkee! Criticks | I muſt 2 Z 
Taamot like theſe Scenes of Private Wee 
Theſe A----b*s and O—--b's.———Tf one muſt 2 pb at and die,” 
In Troth, Pd fad ſubſtantial Reaſon why! / 

And not fit ing 4 FI dy. | > 34 
| Now if young Bayes had ſoug to win my Kane, * 
And to my Tate io fon bis Pabavio - 
He uud have touch an the tomick Scene. 
And giv'n us H. You byow wow dhe, In, 
Or elſe baut brought keen Satire on the Stage, 
And laſb'd the ty Great Ones of the Ae; 
But that, poor  Wretch is what be dard not do, 
Left it might fall upon——=the Lord knows who | / 
Well, if he needs muſt write ſad Scenes of Love, 
To make the Paſſions of the Sou: to move; 
He might have mix d ſome Fire amongſt bis Writing, 

Ad roar d out War, .0r ————Somtthing lile to Fighting. 
_ Had be, for Inflance, but Haduc d ——one-Dart, 
And well opphy'd it io à Spaniards Hearr. 
If be ball laloum d in his Country's Cauſe, + a 
Au bold talld of berty and Lats, 
He might have bad Joxte Title to Appladſe fo © 
2 but I 2 Bas no Publick Spirit, 

Au therefore, in my He, but little Merit. 

Hang bim, a Fool! lane what to g "A 

E'gad, Pre chang d my Humour Dawn his Play | 1 
Cxilicts, come on then! Be ſevere, and mall bim | 


; e 
\ 


N 3 38 */avill be charming Sport! HA and call bm. 


"+ To the Player who gives out the Play ir the nas Night, poking kim * ths 
30 r. the au. 
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